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Through The Ruins Of \Iy Heart 


Through the ruins of my heart. 

The world of war tore us apart. 

I made a journey far from her. 
Memories now are just a blur. 

Through the years time has healed my pain. 
On my broken heart she left a stain. 

I found a new love who helped me heal. 
But the pain I suffered was so real. 

Jessica was so very brave. 

For her country, her all she gave. 

Everything happened so long ago. 

The world today just doesn’t know. 

My journey goes forward every day. 
Repair the ruins of my heart, I pray. 


Listen and You Will Hear 


The dead know the truth, they are calling to me. 

I am listening to them, very carefully. 

Go down to the great cemeteries and you will hear. 

We have all buried ones we held dear. 

There is an unanswerable silence among the white crosses. 
Hidden underfoot, unable to tell of their losses. 

The millions who sacrificed their lives, our freedom they earned. 
WTiat would the dead say... 

The lesson has not been learned. 




Playing with Fire 


Nothing has healed, it seems to be bursting open again. 
Papers arrived to fill out, but I don't know when. 

Half a century has swiftly passed. 

Is this a time for war justice, at last? 

An old worn insurance policy, my parents once held. 
Lost home, farm, possessions, with immigrants to meld. 

Slave laboring for Nazi’s so their young men could go fight. 
In the cold storage of history are old w ounds, I rebel. 

I thought they were in the files, the history of hell. 

1999 and leaders are again playing with fire. 

How many more graves will be dug, there are guns for hire. 


MARCH 29 - APRiL 11,190S" ' ..._ THE STARS AND STRIPES 

Austria Hands Over Skulls Of 14 Polish 
WWH Resistance Fighters Kept 50 Years 


VIENNA (Reuters )—The skulls of 
14 Polish WWH resistance fighters, 
stored for more than 50 years in the 
archives of Vienna's Natural His¬ 
tory Museum, were handed over to 
the Polish ambassador at a cer¬ 
emony March 20. 

The skulls of 11 men and three 
women were discovered a decade 
ago, but the decision to return them 
to Poland was only taken after an 
investigation into the origin of ana¬ 
tomical specimens in Austrian state 
collections was completed last year. 

Vienna University's medical fac- 
ulty released more than 200 pre¬ 
served body parts from Austrian 
victims for burial six months ago 
after the studv revealed that the 


specimens stemmed from executed 
opponents of the Nazi regime. 

Austria was annexed in 1938 by- 
Nazi Germany, which invaded Po¬ 
land the following year to unleash 

wwn. 

Research at the natural history mu¬ 
seum showed that the 14 skulls were 
acquired for a 1942 anthropological 
exhibition from Poznan University in 
Poland, according to Maria Teschler- 
Nicola, who heads the museum’s an¬ 
thropological department. 

Poznan University traded ac¬ 
tively in the skeletons of people 
executed by Adolf Hitler's Gestapo 
police, she said. 

'Tms makes up our most shock- 
in 2 corresDondence." Teschler- 


Nicola said, referring to museum 
documents. “We have the order 
forms for these skulls.” 

The skulls, stored in individual 
wooden boxes, have not been on 
display or available for study since 
the end of WWH. Their identity' was 
unknown, as only their age and sex 
were recorded. 

The skulls will lie in state in the 
museum’s grand hall March 20 be¬ 
fore being received by a Polish mili¬ 
tary delegation. 

Teschier-Nicola said Polish au¬ 
thorities were in contact with fami¬ 
lies w'hose relatives were executed 
by the Nazis and would attempt to 
identify the victims to enable them 
to be buried.'*- 










GRANDPA'S JOURNEY 


I went to see the Liberty Ship that brought my grandpa to the USA. 
Stormy seas made it a rough trip. 

Alone in a new land, apprehensive was he. 

Ellis Island, New York, to the train station he did go. 
Twenty dollars in his pocket, immigration did bestow. 

Across the USA he did ride. 

Seattle was his new home. 

Relatives helping, taking things in stride. 

Papers arrived saying he was drafted. 

To once again go into battle. 

He really loved Seattle. 

But duty called so to Fort Lewis he did go. 

A cold day in February, with lots of snow. 

A World War H survivor, terrible things he did see. 

A corporal in the US Army, a Korean War Vet was he. 
Wounded soldiers from the battles, arms and legs gone. 

To the Army Hospital Brace Shop they did stop. 

Grandpa made them new limbs to put them back on top. 

Grandpa growing old now and his memories grow dim. 

So I’ll write his story to tell about him. 
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STARTING OVER 


There is something indescribeable about having your roots torn out. 
To lose what your past is about. 

To become a refugee. 

Leaving your home and homeland with what you can carry on your back. 
Turning away from your land you’ll never again see. 

Grandpa was not the first, nor will be the last. 

Events and wars make things happen very fast. 

Starting life over made him very mad. 

No one should have the right to take ones life and uproot it. 

The ones who didn’t make it cause him to be sad. 

He didn’t know what to do about it. 

But he never gave up hope. 

Buildings rise again from the ashes of wars smoke. 

People like him who experienced wars loss. 

Held out hope that there would be a new boss. 

Governments come and go. 

Leaders grow old and die. 

Its not always pie in the sky. 






THE OLD IMMIGRANT TRUNK 


I went out to Grandpa's barn one day. 

I found an old rusted trunk. 

One wonders if it could possibly talk, 
what message it would convey. 

The trunk belonged to grandpa's parents. 
Handbuilt, crafted of scrap wood. 

It's mission could have gone errant. 

For all its worth is in the tale. 

Of two homeless people after the war, 
who on a Liberty Ship would set sail. 

They lost their home, their country too. 

The Nazis lost the war, but there was no one they could sue. 

Great Grandpa endured World War I. 

But as a prisoner he would find, 
my Great Grandma, who to him would be very kind. 
They fell in love and into the unknown went. 

They made a life in Poland, many happy years spent. 

The bombs and horror of World War H came to them in 1939. 
How could this happen to them again, the horror of wartime. 

One of their children was my beloved grandpa Paul. 

Only a boy of 14 into many horrors he would fall. 


































THE OLD CALVARY SADDLE 


It sits on an old antique stand. 

An old calvary saddle from a faraway land. 

I wish the saddle could talk and tell, of a brave soldier, 
- who rode to battle and fell. .. 

The soldiers who fought were no matth for tanks. 
Casualties were high from all the ranks. 

Grandpa had to take care of some of the horses. 

As a prisoner he was made to, by enemy forces. 

One horse got sick and almost died. 

A gun at his head, he tried and tried. 

Finally the horse passed gas that was smelly. 
Grandpa had used straw to rub the horses belly. 

He took the horse and walked and walked. 

The enemy soldier finally talked. 

"You’ve done your job, now you can go" 

The soldier and horse disappeared into the snow. 












Birds Eye View 


My young feet were once planted deep in Poland’s soil. 
Mother taught me gardening, to feel the earth you toil. 

I raised my head looking high in the trees. 

I wanted to see the view a bird sees. 

I climbed higher peering through the leaves. 

I slipped, grabbed but plummeted down. 

Hitting the ground with groans and a frown. 

At first I could not breath, I didn't move. 
Turning my eyes upward, I looked to the sky. 

I prayed to breath the wind, not to die. 

I still clutched those chestnuts in my frozen hand. 
Whatever possessed me to climb so high from land. 

The spider veils the bush, lies in wait, still as dead. 
Laying there, funny what came into my head. 
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When I Was Five 


The surface of the pond was covered with ice. 
I was alone, playing, it was so nice. 


Going to the middle of the pond, suddenly the ice shattered. 
Frentic shuddering, I went under, survival was all that mattered. 

Struggling, I fought my way to thicker Ice. 

My heavy winter clothes dra gg ed me under twice. 

I grabbed that ice and made a mighty thrust upward. 
Somehow I got back on the ice, pulling myself forward. 

Soaked to the bone from the icy water, I just laid down. 

A barn hid the pond from the views of town. 

No one knew that I was gone from home. 

I was adventurous and liked to roam. 

I left small footprints, I was only five. 

I pulled myself up and headed home, happy to be alive. 

Mother greeted me at the door, I spoke in a muted voice. 

She quickly pulled me inside, I thought spanking would be her choice. 

She got those wet clothes off and wrapped me in her ar m*. 

A warm blanket, hot milk, smiling, I used my charms. 


She just hugged me and hugged me. 
Metier really loved me, it was plain to see. 





Out Of Sight 


There was a horse dealer at the far edge to town. 

My parents always went to the market, I wouldn't be kept down. 

I had a habit of slipping out of their sight 
I latched on to a horses leg and didn’t let go without a fight. 

Going anywhere in town was trouble for mother. 

It made her breath come short keeping up with me and my brother. 
Know ing our location was hard, we went from one place to another. 

I watched the horse-shoeing being traded for a harness. 

A young horse would sometimes accept shoes under great duress. 




















Cows 


A cow moos warmly, standing under a tin roof. 

Cozy warm belly-mooing from head to hoof. 

A noise in the fog, here come the other cows, ploof, ploof. 

Open the gate and they head down to the meadow to eat. 
Dzienciolka, her black and white glistens down to her feet. 

Her udder advertises itself full to bursting. 

One after the other their heavy heads drooping into the clover. 
Clover remains bowed in their slimy tracks as they walk over. 

The cows sigh, lie down to chew their cud. 

Some press their ears into the dew and mud. 

Then its time to wind their way home, showing no cares. 
Those cows always knew which place was theirs. 


















When I Was Five 


The surface of the pond was covered with ice. 

I was alone, playing, it was so nice. 

Going to the middle of the pond, suddenly the ice shattered. 
Frentic shuddering, I went under, survival was all that mattered. 

, Struggling, I fought my way to thicker Ice. 

My heavy winter clothes dragged me under twice. 

I grabbed that ice and made a mighty thrust upward. 
Somehow I got back on the ice, pulling myself forward. 

Soaked to the bone from the icy w ater, I just laid down. 

A barn hid the pond from the views of town. 

No one knew that I was gone from home. 

I was adventurous and liked to roam. 

I left small footprints, I was only five. 

I pulled myself up and headed home, happy to be alive. 

Mother greeted me at the door, I spoke in a muted voice. 

She quickly pulled me inside, I thought spanking would be her choice. 

She got those wet clothes off and wrapped me in her arms. 

A warm blanket, hot milk, smiling, I used my charms. 

She just hugged me and hugged me. 

Mdher really loved me, it was plain to see. 
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Mruwka 


Mother marked her own way, made her own difference. 

Diapers and dishes, the joy of watching her 4 children develop. 

She could not know how much of her life the war would envelope. 

I was her lastborn, her “Mruwka - little ant”, I was always busy. 

A midw ife attending my birth put me in a tub of water to wash me. 

Just born, I tried to climb out, she thought I was a devil. 
Climbing and climbing, she wasn’t sure I should live, if I was on the level. 

Old w ives tales and gossip weren’t part of Mother’s belief. 

She took me in her arms, a great relief. 

Mothers spirit still touches me, I still feel the bond. 

Surrounded by her things, I feel they’re out there in the great beyond. 



















Getting Home 


The sound of sleigh bells rang out over the frozen road. 

A logger was headed my way pulling a heavy load. 

I skied too far and getting home, well, I tried as hard as I could. 

Luckily that logger and his team came along, hauling wood. 

Lucky to get a ride home on the road through the birch trees. 

I hopped aboard and he clucked to the horses, we were off into the cold breeze. 

W olves were how ling in the woods, I heard a far-off birdcall. 

The horses were eager to get back to their stall. 

The horses twitched their ears one way and then another. 

I couldn't wait to get home to father and mother. 

The dark edge of the forest came into view, 
like a curtain being pulled across a window. Phew! 

The logger reined in the horses in front of my home. 

Jumping dow n, I grabbed my skies, I was chilled to the bone. 

I went to the horses and leaned my cheek to their face. 

I was so grateful to be back in my own place. 


The Eaglet 


I remember the eaglet mother rescued when I was a young boy. 
He would grow into a wild mysterious bird, not a toy. 

Even when small he was formidable, with his sharp beak. 

His eyes, blinked in defience, he wasn’t meek. 

We kept him in the cellar, he ate w bat we’d eat. 

W hen spring arrived his wing span was five feet. 

The moment we opened the door he took flight 
He was a menacing and majestic sight 

That big eagle circled our little ranch, eyeing our chickens. 
Mother chased him with a broom, giving him the dickens. 

He just couldn't leave the chickens alone. 

M e gave him to the Polish Army, they gave him a good home. 
They built him a huge cage in which to roam. 

But when they let him out he would come flying home to us. 

VV e could always tell because the chickens would make a big fuss. 

The Army found him a new home in the Vilna Zoo. 

We knew he was safe and we could visit him too. 




Wondering If You Would Survive 


The Russians were advancing, the Nazi’s were beginning to lose, not gain. 
My parents were ordered to go on a train. 

The railroad cars pounded for days. 

Shivering in the train what was ahead, no one could say. 

Listening to the empty burning of stomachs, the song of inside. 
There was nothing to eat, it was a long ride. 

The end of the journey was a labor camp. 

Forboding, cold, muddy and damp. 

They woke up in the morning in a wooden bunk 
If there was any food, it was junk. 

Going to sleep wondering if you would survive another dawn. 
Guards looked at the hands of every one. 

If there were no callouses, it could mean immediate death. 

The fewer who can remember, the more people should not forget. 

































MEMORIES IN THE MOONLIGHT 


Full moonlight and snow could belong to one another. 

I remember skiing with friends and my brother. 

Sometimes the whole family went into the nightime wonder. 
Occasionally someone would fall or blunder. 

Out on the snow with airy' space there was peace. 

But time would close about me and all would cease. 

I had a magnetism that drew and held me to my hearts home. 
Every locality has its own spirit, just like a poem. 

In this frantic world we need room for the truth. 

Is this why I always will think of the happy times of my youth. 







INVASION 


The tanks came in early morn. 

They cleared the way as engines roared. 

The enemy had finally come our way. 

My friend and I faced them that day. 

The guns roared and neighbors fell. 

It turned my village like into a living hell. 

We placed ourselves in danger's way. 

Some lost their lives that very day. 

Many battles woud be fought and lost. 

The Poles paid a terrible cost. 

W ithout support from other nations, 
we got by with meager rations. 

I helped set mines to blow tracks apart, 
that caused many fires to start. 

To an anguished mother what could I say? 

When asked to go again, 
my mother said "please stay" 

I asked for little and no more. 

Trying to survive in a country ravaged by war. 

So many died, many in vain. 

Some died quickly,many died in pain. 

Life has a special meaning that the protected can never know. 
I had not really lived, until I almost died. 

As I ventured from my POW cell 
my friend Kostka and I almost cried. 

But we had to keep our heads, 
that is how we survived. 

The barn was cold and smelled of damp. 

I thought it was a safe place to camp. 

I had nothing, but possessed everything. 
FREEDOM 

I was afraid of the danger that lay ahead. 

But at least I had not ended up dead. 


DIGGING FOXHOLES 


The sounds of war can carry for miles, very far. 
Sometimes it seemed to reach heaven shaking the stars. 

I had a friend with me jumping into railroad cars. 

I would forever think of the W orld War. 

Seeing friends and foe die, I could hardly take anymore. 

It changed me, taught me the critical lessons of life. 

Forget that which should be forgotten, for the sake of your wife. 

Once I was captured and taken to the front lines. 

Forced to dig foxholes I worried about mines. 

Shells lobbed from both sides, casualties were an endless river. 
Put it out of sight, call on the great life giver. 


RESISTANCE WOMEN 


They were the women of the Polish Resistance. 

They volunteered at no ones insistence. 

Alina, Jasica, Bojenna and so many others. 

The Nazi invaders came and we know what was in store. 
Has anyone ever told their story? 

What thev did was not for glorv. 

"A Man Called Intrepid” was the name of the book. 

It told the story of the chances some women took. 

Don't they belong to the legends of the World War? 

They risked and gave and asked for no more. 

They planned and sabotaged along side the men. 

W hen captured by the Nazis they never said where or when. 

As I look at their pictures I ponder their fate. 

The Nazis and S S were so cruel, we found out to late. 

The Nazis were merciless, savage and tough. 

The women they captured were treated very rough. 

France and Britain had famous women spies. 

These women too could be betrayed by lies. 

The Allies eventually won the World Wars. 

Poland at Yalta was betrayed behind closed doors. 

The men and women of the Resistance could do no more. 

Poland would go behind the Iron Curtain, 
the fate of so many could never be certain. 

Polish citizens became refugees scattered around the world. 

W ho were worse. Communists or Nazis, the controversy swirled. 

Polands dream of freedom continued for years. 

Many still fought secredy, despite their fears. 

Today Poland is finally free. 

The Resistance Women are hardly a memory. 


DANGEROUS MEETING 


One night I made my way past so!diers and dogs. 

I got to the apartment with some fire logs. 

the usual Resistance members were there. 

But in the corner was a new girl with golden hair. 

The instant our eyes met, I flashed a smile. 
Jasica looked down, smiled again, it took awhile. 

Her forced job was to sew winter clothes. 

It wasn’t a job she willingly chose. 

Yet it enabled the Resistance to plan for a fire. 

In the Battle for Stallingrad the Nazis would mire. 

They needed warm clothes for the on-going battle. 
The railroad cars were no longer used to haul cattle. 

Whenever we could we cut the clothes baled. 
Rendered useless eventually the cold soldiers failed. 

Jasica and I worked together we grew close. 
Watching Resistance members die was so morose. 

We knew our days together would end. 
Neither of us know what was around the next bend. 







WARTIME GOODBYE 


A warrior of the Resistance lay dying. 

The woman nursing him was crying. 

His comrade in arms held his hand. 

He knew he would never again see his native land. 

When the bravest of armies loses, 
who lives and dies, the victor choses. 

There was a terrible grace, then silence. 

- In the wan light, the man’s face turned grey. 

We buried him facing toward the land he loved. 
Prayed for his journey to Heaven above. 

We headed back for the safety of the city. 

For us there would be no pity. 

There’s a kind of girl you meet in your life. 

You might want that girl to be your wife. 

But fate intervenes, its a necessary loss. 

I had to untwist the chains that tie. 

Wartime gives no time for love, sometimes not even goodbye. 
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THE STRUGGLE TO BE 


Being Polish could probably occupy one's entire life. 

Once you're Polish its hard to stop, says my wife. 

It took four weeks and the unequal struggle was over. 

Waiting for help the calvary fought bravely. 

The Polish people fell into Nazi slavery. 

One by one other countries fell under Nazi might. 

The Underground Resistance had to try and fight. 

We were in the middle of battles between two titanic armies raging on. 

Each day the Resistance fought, their sacrifice meant another day. 

A day gained for the allies to eventually have their say. 

The battle for Stalingrad was the turning point of Hitler's war. 

The Nazi’s retreated, they could fight no more. 

From the spring of 1942 until January 1943. 

The Resistance perservered with all they could be. 

In the shadow of the Swastika, all that mattered was to again to be free. 

Everyone in the reach of the Gestapo lived in the fear of death. 

Nazi terror caused freedom to go underground, thousands fought till their last breath. 


WAR LIFE ON A TRAIN 


It would remain with me through the terrors of the war. 

My Polish soul embraced the tragedies and more. 

I can speak of my days in the Resistence with reverence. 

Many heroic, fearless and dedicated members died. 

The fight was hopeless, but we tried and tried. 

I remember the cold and dark, the broken beams we pried. 

A shell would burst and timbers groan. 

The sounds of war made me dream of home. 

Sometimes I stood cold, forlorn and alone. 

The Polish Resistance perserved day in and day out. 

We stopped some of the Nazi transport trains. 

Carrying out missions in snow and driving rains. 

I still remember the trains I used to hop. 

It was my destiny to become part of war life non-stop. 

We could get off the trains easy enough. 

Steam engines needed water, they puffed and puffed. 

Riding on top of a boxcar we could get soaked to the skin. 

We’d have to jump off to get away from the trouble we were in. 

I sometimes sat in the train yard and watched them come and go. 

W atching from the top of a boxcar is like watching a snake slithering through the snow. 

Soaking up the night moonrise is spectacular atop a boxcar. 

Trains had taken me many places, near and far. 
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Surrounded 


I wriggled my toes inside my shoes, I stumped my feet 
Mornings drained away, time after time, so little to eat. 

Barbed wire is now buried by pen and ink. 

I lost a sense for life, hungry, cold, unable to think. 

A truck moves, gliding by the barbed wire fence. 

Rubbing my nose, blowing on my hands. 

Frostbite a possibility, keep moving my body demands. 

Walking towards what why? 

I kept moving, I didn't want to die. 

The nearness of the marsh, I could smell it in the fog. 

Walking, one leg swollen, it feels like a log. 

WTiat is longer than a day? Time passes, the fog lifts. 

Hunger, thirst, knots of pain, Christmas, no gifts. 

Tattered coat tattered scarf, not much deference against the cold. 

So many prisoners, some seemed quite old. 

The sun withdraws, we retire to our wooden huts. 

The whistle blows in the camp, it is roll call your name is up. 

During the roll calll thought of the prisoners no longer here. 

I dreamed and planned for escape, trying to overcome my fear. 

Roll call, sometimes it seemed to last until the searchlights shone on the barbed wire. 
My heart filled my chest, beating loud, I was afire. 

I could no longer follow, thoughts of escape was my desire. 

I hear shots in the night, someone is caught 
The body is on display for davs, 1 am distraught 





ESCAPE 


Risking capture and death each were good at the tasks. 
When I was young I thought I was invincible, who would ask. 

Alina risked it all to fill the sacks half full with dirt 
She hid potatoes in her pants and shirt. 

Others were hungry and somehow she found a way. 

The potatoes were for the Nazi soldiers as part of their pay. 

Potato peeling soup was what the prisoners were fed. 
Worked hard on meager rations, most ended up dead. 

Many small camps were set up all around. 

Three circles of fences, potato fields did surround. 

I was caught in a warehouse concealing grain to later be divided 
The people need the food, it was worth is I decided. 

Captured I was sent to a forced labor camp, but I thought of a plan. 
The ground was soft from where a recent rain ran. 

I dug my way under the fences and out I crawled. 

Potato fields for cover, when threatened I sprawled. 

I made my way to a river with a cable bridge. 

Keeping a vigil I slept very little on top of a high ridge. 

I walked in the dark and made my way to a road. 

I saw a fanner hauling to the Nazis, cattle was his load. 

He helped me in and gave me a a ride with those cattle. 
Tossed about and nearly trampled it was a battle. 

At the checkpoint the soldier looking through, passed us on. 
Dirty cold and hungry, the city offered refuge for another dawn. 


























Footsteps In The Snow 


Night was the same as day, watching the guards walk from post to post. 
Memories of the sound of footsteps crunching in the snow haunt me the most. 

The chance came for the three of us to make a break. 

Escape tries put all of our lives at stake. 

The cold, snow, wind, we were all three so haggard. 

Poor creatures lost in war we staggered. 

The snow pricked our faces, collars like pine needles, we were laggard. 

we walked one behind the other, heads down. 

If we stopped we shivered, we must get to a town. 

We walked on one step after the other. 

Snow, sleepiness, still one step after another. 

Finally we found a barn and huddled against a wall. 

To stay too long would risk it all. 

The concentration camp guards would be looking for us. 

To lose inmates created a big fuss. 

The farmer gave us some bread and milk. 

Nazi camps, tanks and soldiers, all feared their ilk. 

Was I frost-bitten? I didn’t take off my shoes or feel my chin. 

Keeping on the move, the sun warmed our aching limbs. 




Plans Along The Track 


I could hear the puffing of the engines as it climbed a grade. 
Running downhill, not much sound was made. 

The two of us moved into a wooded area close to the rail line. 
Twenty cars loaded with barrels of gasoline was on time. 

We didn’t have long to wait, fog blurred our vision. 

We had hidden the rifles for just such a mission. 

We both fired, one barrel blew into the air, then two. 

They exploded, then one after the other barrels blew. 

It was a sight that was an ideal place to sabotage from. 
Kolka and I were a good team, we’d blown up many an oil drum. 
The nazi’s waited in preparedness, along all tracks. 

We got away in the fog, we slipped through the cracks. 

It was a frightening sight, such a huge fire. 

Damage was heavy, the Resistance desire. 

The air was heavy with the gasoline odor. 

Fires went on all night before it was over. 









In The Wheat Field 


We were sneaking through a wheat field looking for guns. 

The retreating Russians were losing them while on the run. 

A Nazi patrol vehicle fired shots at the three of us. 

One shot hissed past, my ear began to buzz. 

We crawled under cover as fast as we could. 

One was lost, we made it to the woods. 

During the fall harvest a body was found in the field. 

I covered both my eyes, his loss had to be worth it, I yield. 

It was the spark that ignited new desire. 

Civilian rail traffic was suspended because of a fire. 

W e changed routes because of Nazi checkpoints, safety had its price. 
Unfamiliar territory, sometimes we crossed it twice. 

Forty miles, we crossed a marsh to avoid a patrol. 
Sabotaging a power line gave Nazi's less control. 

A charge at the base of one leg was enough to bring it down. 

We were away quickly and made it back to a town. 



















The Scent of Death 


Carried on the wind was the scent of death. 

I was hiding, my heart racing with every breath. 

A tank approaches through the darkness and moon glow. 

Lying in a ditch close to the road, I pressed my face into the snow. 

The noise of its tracks, it was almost upon me. 

The air filled with the sound of the grinding machine as it broke a tree. 

A dull dread began to grip my stomach, the herald of so many horrors before. 
Pain from cramps in my legs and back, I pushed my body to take more. 

It passed, I stood up, I heard bombs in the distance. 

It was nearly dawn when I found my companions of the resistance. 

Unmouthable terror was what I had learned to know. 

A rushing wave of anguish, but there was no where else to go. 

Distant artillery rumbled as we made are way back. 

Home was the word on our lips as we followed rutted battlefield tracks. 



















Mission Impossible 


The Feldgendarmerie, the Kommandentur, and the Gestapo, they were all around. 
We decided to risk going in, trouble would abound. 

Machine guns, nazi lories, and armed sentries. 

Finding a safe house we got a little food and rest 
Hand ground wheat bread, it was the best 

Looking up at a balcony, nazi’s seemed to be shooting at shadows. 
Daytime, no use risking our lives, even the rats stayed in their burrows. 

Whatever we did the nazi's would retaliate against the town. 

Mission impossible, headquarters informed, plans shut down. 

The resistance had little armaments to speak of. 

W ith the little we had, we kept trying for the country we all love. 

With what we had we disrupted communications and shot at passing trains. 
Sometimes a message got through, the Allies were making gains. 

From the woods we shot at the Stukas. 

We really could have used some bazookas. 

Many resistance fighters dear and brave faces were missing. 

I had been lucky so many times, bullets around me hissing. 

They did not fight for ribbons and honors but ideals. 

Ideals, pure and worth dying for, freedom was real. 


JAN1NA 


There is one resistance woman about whom it's hard to write. 
She stood guard with a gun one moonlit night. 

I’d made it past the soldiers with my lethal pack. 

The mine was set and ready to blow the track. 

When I looked around Janina was no longer there. 

She was a shy girl with brown eyes and brown hair. 

I crouched low to the ground, then crawled away. 

She'd been captured and tortured, I think of her to this very day. 
Her parents were killed the first day of the war. 

Alone she found refuge with the owners of a store. 
Fearless in her anger, broken in spirit she'd joined us. 
Forced to sew by day, she helped sabotage by night. 
Executions of innocent people was for her a horrible sight. 

One day I would see a young girl with brown eyes and hair. 

W hen our eyes met I couldn't help but stare. 

She reminded me of the girl who for me probably gave her life. 
This was the girl who would become my wife. 





JASICA "JESSICA" 


The floor was hard and real cold. 

Soldiers with guns were very bold. 

They kicked and hit me with guns and fists 

The cell was only four by eight. 

I was forced to spend hours standing straight. 

There were four of us captured that night. 

We shared a cell and talked of our fright. 

The guards were on the roof and grounds. 

We watched from a cracked window, as they made their rounds. 

The exercise ground was also a killing field. 

Watching the executions I knew I could not yield. 

When a prisoner was tortured and talked. 

Out to the "Exercise Yard" he was walked. 

I made up my mind to take it all. 

I'd always answered Jasica’s Mothers call. 

Jasica was beautiful, blond and tall. 

Her mother risked her life many times for the cause. 

In her basement the Resistance met to plan sabotage. 

I vowed never to betray the love of my life. 

Even though it meant unbelievable strife. 

In my silence I had gone straight to the heart of pain. 

Wary for my life far beyond the pitfalls of passion. 

That which we shared will always remain. 

Love was always love. 

Anytime, anyplace. 


Everyday I pictured her beautiful face. 

It was more solid the closer I came to death. 

The powerlessness of being a POW was unbearable stress. 

















Screams of Disease 


During the war dysentery was the deadliest of diseases. 

So rampant was the disease, sick soldiers hid among the trees. 

Was dysentery a natural biological part of warfare? 

Ask a sick soldier and he really couldn't care. 

Some laid down in their tents, no medical care, they waited to die. 

During their suffering for their mothers they would cry. 

Soldiers became accustomed to illness,and took it in stride. 

Father said it was a sad sight, a matter of pride. 

Soldiers could be gripped by untreatable fevers. 

They wrestled the illness as they would a giant enemy. 

There is a chilling desperation when engaged in a contest with a disease. 

Dad remembered the field hospitals, the moans and the screams. 

The dead, wounded and the crippled horses reappeared in his dreams. 









WILNO 


Captured and led through the streets of Wilno by Nazi’s. 

The people standing along the way knelt. 

Captured for love of country, their sympathy was heartfelt. 

Most know that many would never return. 

The World was asleep, for freedom they would soon yearn. 

There was charm in Wilno, my ancient city. 

Glory is in every page of her history, no pity. 

A spell is in her climate, and nearby ruins asunder. 

I remember the Polish front crumbling under attack by superior numbers. 

W hat is there to say of retreat? 

There was no safety, shelter or much food to eat. 

Memories of the family garden row on row. 

Bountiful fruit trees giving shade to beds below. 
















SURVIVING 


One may not feel the pain or grief at first 
People can enter your life for maybe an hour or so. 

The LufTwafTe began to attack with fury then away they did go. 
I found myself immersed in human suffering. 

Escape from the buildings collapsing in smoke and dust. 

To escape the bombs bright bursts I must 

Its eerie to look over a city blacked out. 

The bombers growling sound drowned out ones shout 

As the smoke cleared away the gray sky lightened. 

My hopes for survival were greatly heightened. 

Poland stood alone surviving soldiers told horror stories. 
The German invaders were full of evil glories. 

Each night more bombs fell on the people. 

One bomb knocked off our church steeple. 

People would tell of loved ones killed battling the weather. 
Sometimes it helped ease the pain being together. 





Real Threat 


There was a pain in the palm of my hand. 

A sliver from working on contaminated railroad land. 

The infection was so spread, the redness began to leak up my wrist 
Raising his hand, I could no longer make a fist 

, The cut crowns a bright red lump. 

Red spreads like a comets tail from the bump. 

It hurt bad under my arm. 

This serious infection could do great harm. 

A cut was made, it leaked blood and pus. 

Now the wound was open, drain it must 

Gauze was packed into the hold very deep. 

So much pain that it was hard to sleep. 

Slowly but surely the purple medicine did help it heal. 

My life had been in danger, the threat was real. 








































REMEMBERING 


Never again would we look upon this land of ours. 

The lovely little village where we spent many hours. 

Rain of tears streamed from my parents eyes. 

Why had war come to ruin our lives. 

Did the government tell the lies. 

Abandoned, cut off from family and neighbors. 
Leaving behind the fruits of our labors. 

Mothers eyes glistened with raindrops on the sun. 

She couldn't understand so many soldiers with guns. 

We could not look back only run with what we could pack. 
It felt like a stone in place of my heart. 

It was so hard to depart. 

My duty and destiny was then and now. 

To fight the Resistance would show me how. 

I know what the might does. 

It can separate us from the ones we love. 

A full moon was over the trees. 

I remember the smell of smoke on the breeze. 


STUKA ATTACK 


The sun was high in the sky, a breeze blowing. 
From out of the clouds an enemy plane was showing. 

I started to run down the railroad track. 

Like a steel bird of prey, the Stuka's bullet spat. 

It flew the course, I thought what about my chances. 

I dove ofT to one side and hid under some branches. 

The Stuka came back, flying close to the ground. 

I didn't move, feeling the sweat trickle, would I be found 

As it flew over, it cast a shadow on me. 

The bullets missed, the plane headed North, 

I was free. 

Through clenched teeth, I let out my breath. 

I silently gave thanks that I escaped death. 




























COURAGE FOUND 


There was "Intrepid", secret codes and "Enigma". 
Being Polish carried a stigma. 

My parents tried to hide some Jews. 

For this their life they could lose. 

The Resistance was formed. 

Strong and proud, we tried not to talk loud. 

No one was sure who we had to fear. 

Help was not always near. 

The Resistance headquarters were always on alert. 

Dealing with each crisis they stayed inert 
Listening to a battery powered radio we'd be lucky. 
Most of the numbers survived because of being so plucky. 
Being brave is not giving up no more. 

A bad man named Hitler started this war. 

At first he won every battle. 

He treated millions like they were cattle. 

Battles were fought on hills, streets, beaches and fields. 
The Resistance helped and would not yield. 

I moved around an awful lot 
Sometimes I would get caught. 

I began to fear the distant places. 

I couldn't get used to different faces. 

A soldier hit me and gripped me tightly. 

My heart swelled I didn't utter a sound. 

I'd completed my mission but I'd been found. 








Wars Thundering Blow 


The business room, a Swastika flag spread over the table. 

A few bare chairs and stools, a hanging cable. 

Damp, dimly lit. with reddish glowing bulbs. 

One had to pass through heavy barred gates. 

How many men and women are alive to tell of the torture or their fate? 

Torture, a horrible event to retain within oneself. 

The essence of the Nazis was torture, even Hitler himself. 

I remember the S.S. men in leather coats, pistols pointed and ready. 
Punching me must have made them feel heady. 

A dull thundering, then the blow is its own anesthetic. 

Pain, pulsating, burning,no one was sympathic. 

It got them nowhere, they tired of hitting me. 

I kept repeating I know nothing, can’t you see? 

It would be over for awhile but it was still not over, I was sick. 

One can shake off torture, using the power to resist. 

A well aimed blow to my head could bring death. 

I remember dangling over a chair, gasping for breath. 

If I had talked it would have hurt the Resistance. 

I betrayed not a single name, no matter what the insistance. 

Time in a War. difficult to talk about, impossible to lose. 
Suddenly it demanded telling, this I choose. 


Trapped 


On the dark cell I listened to the ragged beating of my heart. 
Airless, thick with stale breath, the end or a start 

Pain in my ribs, weakness in my legs, hard to stay on my feet. 

Then came a voice, I know I would be beat 

I ordered myself to be calm, this was a task for my life. 

My lips were always dry and cracked. 

How much time had passed, I had lost track. 

It’s a vivid memory, being reduced to an animal trapped. 

The last time of freedom, when into cuffs I was strapped. 

“Where did they catch you?” “Who squealed?” 

I’d hear screams, identities concealed. 

With their screams, their last voice revealed. 

It was with them I was sharing my life. 

With good luck I was alive in spite of the great strife. 

A booming SS voice “1st jemand zugekommen?” a new arrival. 
“Jawohl” the regulation response, another will strive for survival. 

A weak yellow light illuminated the cell. 

An eye peering through the hole in the cell door, welcome another to hell. 

“Stand up!” “lie down!” the cement floor chilled me. 

The Ordnungsdienst, they enjoyed their sadistic game. 

Y ears later the world would still know of the Nazi shame. 








THE CELL 


The floor was cold, the concrete cracked. 

Four feet by eight, into the cell I backed. 

S S guards brought a bucket with a sharp rim. 

Pain upon going brought a laugh out of him. 

Guards used a peephole in the cell door. 

When he'd check on us I'd try to ask for more. 

Two long years in that stinking small cell. 

Mice, spiders,and cockroaches, it was a little of hell. 
Showers were rare, cold trickling from a pipe. 

No towel or soap, but lice eggs couldn’t get ripe. 

Prisoners of war, we were frequently beaten. 

Potato peeling soup, stale bread, not fit to be eaten. 

I envied the guard looking in on me. 

No dirt or filth, he was free. 

Treated like animals, there was torture and abuse. 

I never told because it would still mean the noose. 

Harrassed and interrogated I prayed. Lord isn’t it enough? 
I fought to take it, I kept being tough. 
Sometimes I’d cry for my country and lost love. 

Not long, the guard would give me a shove. 

One day we heard planes and the Nazis looked grim. 
From the North the Russians were coming through the din. 

The cell doors opened and we were out 
Loaded into cattle cars we were headed South. 

The musty dank smell of the cell was gone. 

The air was fresh and free, it was a new dawn. 









The Sparrows 


An inflexible, soulless type whose expression rarely changed. 

The persons in the S S had to be mentally derranged. 

I can still see their faces, but to protect myself, I put a buffer zone on the border. 
Reliving the memories is agony but it puts my life in order. 

In retelling my stories, the heart within me burns. 

My life has been one of many twists and turns. 

Jaworzno, Monowitz, Poniatowa, Bogucice, Ponary, Babi Yar 

The list goes on. 

So many were shipped off to the concentration camps and beyond. 

Two little sparrows stopped to sing by the window of my cell. 

How pretty their feathers, they sang their song so well. 

Their song filled the air, for the moment I was soothed. 

I wanted to tell them to go to the home I would lose. 


DUCKING THE STOOL 


My grief felt so like fear. 

I could no longer hold Jasica near. 

It caused me to fall into a state of despair. 

The beatings by the S S hardly gave my body time to repair. 

Information I could not and would not give. 

At one point I wondered it I would even live. 

Brought from my cell to face the guard. 

His gun and whip hit me real hard. 

One day his anger was very intense. 

Someone had dug a hole under the fence. 

I was brought to the room, he seemed to drool. 

At one point he picked up a stool. 

I sajv'it coming and put my arms on my head. 

I ducked that stool, luckily, or I might be dead. 


Two Lost Children 


Once out of Lukiski, we were loaded onto trains. 

Piercing jolts of wheels passing over joints caused back pains. 
Jolts that added to the barriers separating her from me. 
Passing through villages, forests, distances stretched into infinity. 
Through lower Poland, the Binsk marshes, the train kept rolling. 

Armies trampling along, for whom the bell was tolling. 
Destination Munich, there to work for the Nazi’s. 

It took me to long to see, but I now understand. 

I am thin, alone, my ragged shirt covers my hand. 

In my adolescent mind the war had no power over love. 
Limits were set by my capture, whose duration. 

I was powerless to effect. 

The time I had with her was precious and left me bereft. 

I remember her blushing as she put a kiss on my forehead. 

I looked from her blond hair to the ravaged landscape ahead. 

We were two lost children in this terrible war. 

I never went back to Poland, I saw her no more. 

The War kept me from keeping my word. 

Peace made it lose all its value, I wasn’t heard. 

I hope with all my heart that she was spared. 

Can we both remember how much we once cared? 


Atroscities 


The surrender of hope could have brought great relief. 

I had nothing more to lose. I didn't destroy myself with grief. 

My treatment as a Nazi S.S. prisoner was fearsome. 

Germans did not believe stories of Nazi atroscities in Poland, they were to gruesome. 

I remember looking at the dark red bricks and waiting to hear shots. 

My breath hung in thin puffs, my stomach was in knots. 

Canvas covered trucks pulled up with more poor souls. 

Interogating, torture, secret information had been the Nazi goals. 

The train puffed and clanked along, 
clouds of white and gray smoke wrapped us in light. 

I wished it could have wrapped itself around us to hide us from sight. 

The train was crowded, there were no seats. 

Nazi guards had packed us in, gave us no food to eat. 

Feeling a tin cup, remembering being ladled out watery soup, I cupped it up. 
Once a day they took away the latrine bucket. 

I never got used to the stench of the cell. 

I tasted it on my tongue, felt it on my skin, it was hell. 

We four took turns sleeping, others were forced to stand up. 

One bunk in a 4 ! by 8" cell, rags to wear, my rosary, and a tin cup. 

It was a big jump from the open cattle care to the ground. 

So good to be out, I looked around. 

I imagined being back in the forest of home. Picking berries and mushrooms, all 

over we did roam. 

I'd fill my bowl with berries and wild cherries. 

I'd stand at the window and watch the sun set. 

Dusk and mist spread over the trees, as pretty as it get. 

































Whiskey and the Knife 


Night. 

I prayed it would pass quickly. 

The stars were sparks of fire, I was so sickly, 
ith every groan of the wheels on the rails, my life was unravelin 
The monotonous rhythm of the train traveling. 

My mouth was throbbing, I had an infection. 

No dentist, no anesthetic, complete dejection. 

A german soldier offered to try to help. 

He did make a cut, I let out a yelp. 

He performed surgery with whiskey and a knife. 

A cold sweat broke out on my forehead. 

Pain a shock made me wonder if I would be better off dead. 

There was nothing available for pain. 

Suffering had become a way of life, no use to complain. 

The wound was open and bleeding and drained. 
Somehow without medicine my strength was sustained. 

My lips would tremble as I silently prayed. 

I would be strong, my fears allayed. 

I told myself that every thing would be all right. 

W e reached our destination. Munich. Late that night. 


The Known and The Unknown 


Refugees, aching bones, calloused feet 
Faceless folks, searching for a home on any street 

Soul seared, alone, broken and devoid. 

No hope to return to the homeland, many fears to avoid. 

To have once again a home with doors, 
doors with keys. 

A home with a porch feeling the evening breeze. 

Mothers, home, her heart and arms a haven. 

Watching her in the barnyards feeding chickens, chasing off the ravens. 

Exhaustion stalked me, I clutched my feet, they felt like pegs. 

I needed to lie down to find a hole to crawl in for a rest. 

The long journey in the cattle car had put me to the test. 


I watched the Gestapo men in the cigarette glow. 
What would happen to me, God only knows. 



















The Cigarette 


During the War I started to smoke cigarettes. 

I suffered when there were none, to my regret. 

Sometimes a soldier would drop a still lit butt. 

I should never have bent over to pick it up. 

However, I tried holding it in my closed hand. 

I was inspected, luckily the smoke didn't fan. 

I defied the rules and didn't get caught. 

I put aside what my mother and father taught. 

I shared it with my friend. 

The desire for cigarettes never seemed to end. 

Sometimes smokers would dig through the snow to find a leaf. 
Dried, they rolled them up to smoke for relief. 

In the beginning I didn't like smoking at all. 

The more I smoked,into addictionl did fall. 


The Sirens 




I didn’t want to wake up to the howi of a siren, it had an eerie hone. 

I dreamed of the sound of bubbling gutters over the wet cobblestones of home. 
Then the howl of the sirens signal the sound of the bombers drone. 

Live a war, alone, the bombs are coming from the sky. 

There is a dictator, the war is coming to the enemy's city. 

Sirens layered one upon the other, there will be no pity. 

The night trembles with bombs falling from the sky. 

Sounds and fear made my sisters and parents cry'. 

Make a plan for survival, its do or die. 

When the raid was over, the enemy soldiers prepared to fight. 
Standing in the dark stone doorway of a church, l watched buildings burn, 

what a sight. 









The Munich Tunnel 


working in the Munich subway tunnel, there’s another daytime bombing raid. 
We tried to run in one direction thinking we’d be saved. 

Suddenly, a massive thud, we all looked up. 

A bomb partially exposed, it looked like a giant cup. 

Somehow' that bomb stuck in the ceiling. 

What to do, I remember my head was reeling. 

Panicked, we headed back to where we’d been. 

Running for our lives, my nerves were stretched thin. 

We all made it safely to the ground above. 

No one dared give that bomb a shove. 

Kxperts would later figure out to defuse. 

A very dangerous job, their lives they could lose. 












The Roof Top 


Night settles into the apartment, there’s a sound of bells in the distance. 
I kneel and open the case on the floor at a friend's insistance. 

One crash and a set of footsteps down the stairw ell. 

Night tests my watchfulness, but I am strong and do not sleep. 

I flatten myself against the wall as a soldier makes a leap. 

In one building I was sent to the 7th and highest floor. 

Roof and gutter repairs lay beyond the rooftop door. 

I was forced to help make a repair. 

My friend Kolka and I had to take great care. 

Rope tied to the chimney slipped as the chimney crumbled. 

I slid on the metal roof, to the gutter I tumbled. 

Kolka went to get another rope, I couldn’t look down. 

Finally a lifetime passed, then the new rope was tied around. 

The feeling is awful, thinking one is going to die. 

My neck sings relief and spots sway before my eyes. 

Later I again listen for foreign footsteps on the stair. 

After a wild, scary day somehow I didn't care. 

















TRAPPED 


A hand pump circulated what was left of the air. 

Trapped alive in a bomb shelter, is life fair? 

A well of darkness, is there hope for visions of tommorow? 
Being still and digging easy gave us time to borrow. 

In this huge crater, would I ever again see the sky above? 

For the people digging on the other side it was an act of love. 

I thought of resistance meetings in a cold smoky room. 

We listened for the sound of Gestapo boots that could seal our doom. 

Surrounded by gloom, panic and distress. 

The greatest treasure of all was a breath. 

Would I cross the bridge from life to death? 

At last the barrier gave way and we had air. 

Everyone who survived raised their hands in prayer. 



Intuition 


A huge mass of black dots caused me to stare. 

Soon the thunder of bombs filled the air. 

I ran as fast as I could to an empty place. 

Shrieking people like myself headed for a bomb shelter a safe place. 

Amid flashes of white light I saw the sign “Shelter"’. 

People were running down the spiral staircase belter skelter. 

A dim lamp lit the turns in the stair. 

I squeezed in next to the stair wall, gasping for air. 

Then intuition hit me and I streaked back up the stairs. 
Something told me to run, I ignored the flares. 

Gasping for breath, I collapsed on a street bench. 

A Four ton bomb hit the Shelter, creating a huge trench. 

The sirens were how ling, all inside were lost. 

The four engined bomber inflicted a terrible cost. 

The daytime raids were stronger then the ones at night. 

I can still see clearly the w histling cluster of bombs causing me fright. 

I can still hear the doomed bombers with their engines roaring. 

Spinning, 

exploding, 

falling, 

no longer soaring. 




















The Manhole 


There are many things that make us feel unsafe. 

Making a commitment, losing control, or the feeling pain makes. 

They bring up our defenses to take one step at a time. 

The Resistance taught me to keep an open mind. 

I was trapped in a Munich sewer, trying to find a way out. 
Water rising, the entrance blocked by bombing, we did shout. 

Dirty water shoulder high, searching in the dark. 

Finally we felt a manhole cover that opened to a park. 

Bombs were still falling all over the city . 

We'd surv ived one more night in a war without pity. 


Aftermath 


I tapped ash onto the dirt path and ground it with the toes of my shoe. 
American soldiers are here, the War is over, now w hat do we do? 

Is there meaning to suffering, our souls being tested? 

I had to understand, I am strengthened, I survived. 

Nazi’s thought they had the final solution, but they didn’t have the last word, I cried. 


Tanks have left roadside grooves, there is American air. Day merges with night, 
no numbers on a clock to watch, I don’t care. 

The shadows under my eyes are deep, I need to trim my hair. 

American promises, my throat is tight, promises they will keep, I almost choke. 
Truth is floating in my mind, I shaped the words I spoke. 

Shadows dark as bruises, reflections will awaken. 

My hands go over the ridges of my then ribs. I’m shaken. 

I’m ashamed at the shape my body has taken. 

I stand in line for dried out bread, I had to eat. 

I could now maybe get different shoes for my feet 

American soldiers helped the usher in a new future for suffering people. 
They gave a helping hand to so many who were feeble. 

American soldiers were my strength, I did not falter. 

One of my new friends went by the name Walter. 

Taking up residence in the DP camp, I dept counsel with the lost. 
Horrible suffering because of the W'orld W’ar, so many lives it cost. 










The Tables Turned 


I had survived the Allied Bombing raids. 

Liberation by Americans for all who prayed. 

The Nazi’s were the prisoners now, stripped of their guns. 

They stood humbled, bareheaded and stunned. 

Running from city' to country, hiding, lineups, marching, shouts and commands. 
I did not look directly into the eyes of the captured, remembering their demands. 

I twisted my rosary in my hands and prayed. 

These evil men had taken me from the home where I would have stayed. 

Every refugee remains a Nazi victim, even after so many years. 

Threats of another war will always be among their fears. 






Piece by Piece 


I was in Germany without a passport or Visa, stateless, alone. 
The black firs did not look any different from those back home. 

I'd lost the schoolmates, neighbors and teachers, I am resourceful. 
Standing in the line of refugees, I thought of Jessica’s face. 

I would never get used to this awful place. 

I had to free myself of romantic notions. 

I would encounter them again. 

I was a v ictim of disorder, confusion, I needed a friend. 

Genuine homesickness was not self-pity but self destruction. 

I dismantled my past piece by piece with no instruction. 















The Black Market 


i 

\ 

A warehouse was open so I went in for a look. 

No law, no rules not yet going by the book. 

A box contained cigarettes, I helped myself. 

I discovered liquor up on a shelf. 

I carried away as much as I could. 

I traded for food as anybody would. ) 

Black market sales put money in my hands. 

I went back for more, others were there, from many lands. 

We all took chances but we all needed a start. 
Cigarettes and booze were close to many people’s heart. 

American G.I.’s were happy to buy the booze. 
Drinking relaxed, gave a attitude of nothing to lose. 

Then there were the card games, I now had money to play. 
Cigarettes, booze and gambling, at the time it was the only way. 


Unfinished Sentences 


They were nobodies walking in a city after war, silent cries. 
Hollows in the tops of their cheeks, under their eyes. 

Heavy days, heavy gray skies, their lips wanted to tell. 

They were survivors from World War H’s hell. 

There was no use to tell, concentrate on the days ahead. 

Like an unfinished sentence, all was not lost, they didn’t end up dead. 

They found will, forgot revenge and hate. 

After all the fear, sirens and bombs, after all, it wasn’t too late. 

Panic was one of the worst things. 

Panicked, one couldn't see what American help could bring. 

Free of watching fires burn on thier horizon. 

Plodding down a broken sidewalk, they knew their war years were done. 






PIECES OF THE PUZZLE 


Jumping from rock to rock across the brook. 

He was likely to slip off one because of the chances he took. 

You’re as free as the chances you take to pay for it. 

The Poles didn't just pay lip service, but the pieces of the puzzle didn t fit. 

When the Nazi’s closed in no Nation told them to withdraw. 

They became the Master, Poles were prisoners of their law. 

One can enter a gate through which one can never return. 

My husband for his country will always yearn. 

What would Poland be when the sun of freedom shone? 

Would and old Resistance warrior want to go home? 

When the younger generation free from the old arises everything changes. 
Freedom from something is not enough but has more ranges. 
Freedom for something is so much less. 


But Germany is war-wrecked. Entire 'owns have 
been almost ! eveiled by bombings. Others we^e 
Heavily damaged cy artillery shells ara house-- 
house fighting Back home any one of *~ese bu" 
ings would have represented a major ca-astrcc-e 
Over here the-/ are pert of the landscape. 

You will see DPs, thousands of them — the displaced 
Allied persons :r oU Europe You will see -9 German 
refugees and sxpeMees shuffling along the auto¬ 
bahns ‘Ike same forgotten people, unsure of ‘he 
ne^t rneah them wretched be!cng : ngs or *neir backs 
or pushed along in carts 

All this does not make a normal war 2, but c-e 
which requires sfrengih to live in ord force of 
character to retain balance and judgment. 

i his book ho: been writ ten to help you aai ust yc 
se.'t m this lard in which you and /Our ; cmily 
going to spend the next year or iwo • lies been 
to give you nformcition. advice ; -p a ~ 
view o- ‘lie country and the commun.ty .*. u ere ;rj 
w»!l ij^e Every effort has been mar- to have 
this information as accurate and up-*:-dote a- 
possible 

You will see slcrks and gabled roo-fs ... 
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Human Intersection 


We returned to barracks that felt like cold storage units inside. 

The Nazis needed our labor power, maybe it was a source of pride. 

Over-crowded bare rooms with not enough coal. 

The lack of warm clothing, shoes that let in the ice and snow. 

Survivors in the camp had barely recovered their humanity, 
so grateful for a place to go. 

We moved from camp to camp. 

Sad blue smoke floated between the low buildings, it was so damp. 
The Red Cross tried to get food and medicine into our hands. 

So many desparate persons from many lands. 

Survivors are successful and competent, they paid a heavy cost 
They remain untouchable, its the realism of what has been lost 

Their families, their entire childhood, not amenable to repair. 

So much was unfinished and unsaid, rushed out of despair. 

Images had to come out of the mind, so as not to impair. 

People repatriated to Poland were never heard from again. 

So many caught in the human interesection, going where they can. 
Some covered hundreds of miles across three Zones of Occupation, 
British, Russian and American. 

Some walked all the way from Poland, only to be forced to go back home. 
Permits were needed to leave the DP camp, to cross the Zone. 

Having spent time as a slave labourer, it was a horror ride. 









Links of a Chain 


You can’t choose memories, memories choose you. 

Links in a chain with a pattern of connections to do. 

The pain of loss and relief of survival remain entwined. 

Unshielded eyes received help from the Devine. 

The ability to bear suffering caused unspeakable strife. 

There was a challenge to staying alive under the brutal conditions of war life. 

Father’s entire family was killed in the Nazi bombing of Warsaw. 

Haunted by his loff, he vowed to survive, I watched in awe. 

Terrible agonies of the spirit, so much innocent blood spilled. 
Implications too horrible to admit that so many were killed. 

The level of Nazi brutality' was beyond anyone’s power to comprehend. 

The Allies and Americans brought it all to an end. 

Repossessing one’s life story by giving testimony reveals ihan’s inhumanity to man. 










Papa and Baba 


They were torn away from Poland's soil 
Tragic separations, as slave laborers they did toil 

Anger must have erupted, especially if it was so great. 
No influence on the fate of the globe did they make. 


Their being and fate, only both together. 

Their love did not yield to the pressure of reality and crumble. 
They prepared for disaster as the tanks began to rumble. 


Great exhaustion from thoughts suppressed so long. 

After the War, DP camps, where would they once again belong. 

Decency is cost free in the dramatic tensions of life. 

They helped so many together as husband and wife. 

Stefan w as the son of a particular time, a particular place. 
Always the shadows of war over his family shewed’a&iuftiiBce. 


zmsaunoiuL 
asRJGSS obgaNXSatiqm 
SUB A 2Zi 4 AXBZ5G 


December 







TO : lir. S, 30GHAN 
Director of 
the Elementary School 
Camp Hohenfels 


><ith the best CHRIS TtsA. and Hi; ERR's 
■wishes to you and your teacher's staff and school-t •• 
-children from 
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li. L. de COLDA 
V/elfare Officer 
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No Words Can Describe 



They survived the First World War, the Russian Revolution and World War H. 
A live marked by suffering and divided familes too. 

Throughout the wars they were in constant danger. 

Existence became one of fear, do not trust a stranger. 

1 

Fear, flight and hunger, an unending sense of uprootedness. 

N<r words can describe what they saw, it was horrendous. 

Rereading his letters, I.realize the full extent of my fathers-knowledge. 

His voice guided me, what a priviledge. 

The legacy he hoped for would be in a new land. 

After the war Americans gave my parents a helping hand. 

Freedom and security was something they wanted so much. 

Wars created a world they couldn’t touch. 


1 C: 


lif 














Unknowing Hands 


I listened to the wind blowing the sound of the rain. 

Maybe the rain would free me from this burning life of pain. 

In unknow ing hands are the secrets of old and young. 

Stories can die in a flurry of words written in a foreign tongue. 

Haunted face by haunted face, they disolve to ash at the end of the page. 
Slow burning cinders in a heart filled with rage. 

Some wear their sorrow like a shield. 

A knotted branch, a broken child, do they yield? 

When Americans came, the world started again. 

Americans ended the death and became a friend. 





Sentimental 


When civilizations are brutally wiped out, inanimate objects survive. 
Household utensils, heirlooms and keepsakes tell about ancestors lives. 

One can study objects to gain certain insights into the past. 

No word of ow ners thoughts, but sentimental values can last. 

Heirlooms can be the only things left from lost loved ones. 
Contemplating memories of ancestors w ho might have fallen from enemy guns. 


One Last Time 


Just one last time to travel back home. 

To walk the old paths through fields and woods. 

To ride the old train to go to the school. 

To picture in ones mind the classmates w ho worked with you. 

The teasing, snowball fights, but sadly it is probably gone. 
The old home, is it still there, with the beautiful lawn? 

To stand one more time and look down the old railroad tracks. 
To imagine the train blow the whistle through its stack. 

The old hometown has probably changed. 

The train depot gone, the streets rearranged. 





FINAL GOODBYE TO MY COUNTRY 


When World War II ended, many millions were dead. 

As with all such man made hell. 

There is forgiveness is our head, for creating it 
For convenient reasons it is then forgotten. 
Remembered only in books and the pain of its survivors as well. 

Time against human, I can't communicate what my heart is saying. 
I looked through shell holes into gutted halls. 

Rubble and ashes everywhere, bomb craters and ruined walls. 

Sad because of my lost youth, to never go back to familiar places. 
Most relatives and friends died, very few familiar faces. 

I was exhausted physically, and mentally drained. 

Winter ahead in a refugee camp, it snowed and rained. 

Food was scarce but ration cards saw us through. 

The camp was ugly and scarred, full of people not getting their due. 

Did I fight in the war for nothing? 

The great spirit I had during the war was gone. 

The displaced person camp years were hard and long. 


Icy rain beat against the window panes. 

I dreamed about a new life, almost anyplace would do. 
My mother, father and sister dreamed too. 




REALITY' OF HONOR 


In the Ages to come will the Poles silently honor the sons and daughters of 

the Resistance? 

The sacrifices, tortures and constant struggles enervated beyond insistance. 

I can not forget the thunder of enemy fire. 

I did not want to give up the fight but reason overcame desire. 

Icy silence between an enemy soldier and me, staring into his anguished face. 
I helped the wounded soldier to a safe place. 

The dead who stayed behind, the fate I was to endure. 

Leaders could not seem to determine if peace they could ever ensure. 

World War II was to some a war against humanity. 

Some of the leaders seemed enveloped in a ty pe of insanity. 

Poland was a wonderful land of rivers, forests and lakes. 

In the small compass of our home, I hope it finds its way, 
as the journey throught this book takes. 

It is a time that is gone, but a few years that will always be timeless. 

I have been truthful as memory can be under stress. 

Mine and others memories will matter if we evoke 
the reality and significance. 

We change, things change, no one can relive a day in its magnificance. 


THE TRUTH IS MINE TO KEEP 


I rested my bead on the lap of the earth. 

In what distant depths bums the fire in my eyes 


I looked long and hard at the darkening skies. 

The past has been like a shadow littered with stones on the path of my life. 

I try to put away memories with the help of my wife. 

I can laugh now my anger drained by the health crisis cast. 

We should know family history, for when one dies the librairy is lost. 
The history of my family is a history of many others. 

The World War cost the lives of many mothers and fathers. 

We should tell our stories and versions of war events. 

Our children deserve a better fate than war presents. 


Fair play is a compelling creed. 

Justice to the many dead is a vital deed. 
Controversy surrounds stories and versions. 

So I try to shed light. 

Poland really stood no chance against the Nazi might 
The wheels of time have rolled on. 

Each new day begins with the dawn. 


Looking into the sunset our mind is lost in thought. 

The cold pages of history bum with an altar fire that should never go out 
The drift sand of hours, continously fading as life blows on. 


Do we weep? 

Truth is the thing I will always keep 
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Standing By The Lake 


My war life was over, I cast away the last scales of my old life’s dual. 
Much like a snake casts its skin, it splits, there is renewal. 

The World YMCA offered me new hope from the ashes. 

I remember standing by the lake, I listened to the sound of paddles and splashes. 

Sounds of children playing, swimming in the summer sun. 

World organizations came together to help, so much was done. 

Taking in the pure air I remember looking over a tent city. 

So thankful the World community' came together to show their pity. 
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America Bound 


A date for departure, their belongings were packed. 

Down to the docks, the immigrant trunks were stacked. 

It was almost pitiful how few things they had accumulated. 
Red Cross clothes, a few heirlooms, they weren’t humiliated. 

“Brazil’s a long way ofT* their daughter and family sailed away. 
They couldn’t wait for America, adventure held sway. 

My parents waited and a sponsor was found. 

Into a sea of darkness, for America they were1)ound. 








Their World of Wars 



Touched by three wars was not by choice. 

Homeless, refugees, people without a voice. 

With nothing to begin with, they had nothing to lose. 

It was not a life they did willingly choose. 

Their fingerprints bear down with a unique stamp. 
f Many of their years were spent in a refugee camp. 

The shattered remnants of their lives were put aside. 
Immigration to America began with a ship ride. 

Love of their country was strangled, it never breathed again. 
Touched by so much suffering in faraway lands. 

Life happened to them, but they bad different plans. 

As immigrants they understood the complexity of lives in transition. 
Older, their English was poor, they needed translation. 

Their new life in America began with a sponsor, a new friend. 

In their hands were the tools for a new life. 

Jobs, shelter, church, help from a husband and wife. 

Forgiving was painful work, it took the rest of their lifetime. 

The impact of their lives was sponsoring many families, a lifeline. 



On My Way 


Remembering, I weep for the bodies heaped together. 
There was no honor for them, left out in the weather. 

There shameful deaths should make everyone salute. 
Buried together in mass graves, no troop tribute. 

The same stars coursing through heaven still shine. 
The W ar has ended, the road is open to work in a mine. 

Everybody in the DP camps wanted a new home. 

I was pushing time and worried to the bone. 

Many of us left to Belgium for the coal mine. 

Down the shaft we descended where only dim light shines. 

Belgian coal mines were far underground. 
Working inside tunnels we couldn’t even turn around. 

I laid on my side using a drill. 

My ears were ringing, the sound was so shrill. 

Good News! Papers arrived. Immigrate they say. 
Seattle, USA. I had a sponsor, I was on my way. 
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Train Trip Encounter 


On tbe train, watching the countryside lay itself out 
Miles spent gazing out train windows, looking about 

An endless divergence of scenery. 

Passing small towns and their gardens and greenery. 

Scenery was broken by an occasional urban station. 
Little towns seemed to be the backbone of the nation. 

The sound of the trains whistle was taken in stride. 

The steady clack over the rails made for a soothing ride. 

Boring away into the horizon, my thoughts trailed behind. 

I had a Polish paper, “Oh you are Polish”, he said. 

We talked, I told him I was lucky I wasn't dead. 

He invited me to breakfast and every meal after that. 

He paid for the good meals, a kind man, that's a fact. 

We parted ways in Seattle, and he wished me well... 
Great people, a great country, enthusiasm I could not quell. 



Stirring the Fire 


I will always hope and strive until my life is spent. 
The hard years have left me with a body bent. 

I mourn the streams and roads of home, I call the sun. 
Once barbed wire was between us and freedom. 

A storm, lightening strikes, can I go on? 

Barb wire by the coil and roll. 

Like a climbing vine, coiling tight around my soul. 

I sat within the cold and frost stoking my hearts fire. 
Thinking would I turn to stone, wrapped in barb wire. 


I carried my rosary in my pocket, rubbing and touching it to my lips and face. 


A disrupted childhood, life rewoven in a different place. 

Left to think from memory to memory, my soul carries the sorrow. 
Poland, we lost each other, but happiness I did borrow’. 

Trees scraped their voices into the wind and lightening fire. 
Branches criss-crossed the sky like the dreaded barbed wire. 


Poland was lost in a struggle without glory. 
All the lost, unsung sacrifice, its all to gory. 

The years of my second love have progressed. 
Somehow I split my soul in two, I’ve assessed, 
foccica and Jean’s love I have possessed. 
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THOUGHTS 


I looked at the fingernail moon 
all that was left in the sky. 


I am in touch with the silence within myself, 
no reason to to cry. 

The nightly trip to the barn to check on the horse, 
helped me stay in the heart steps of my lifes course. 

What did my horse try tell me has I gave him his grain? 

As I ran my hand over his magnificient body was I establishing a link? 
Emotional recovery coping with loss. 

Can animals make us think? 









In the Moment 


My mind felt like a lake with a muddy bottom. 

The mud was stirred up by the winds of Autumn. 

When thoughts of the past or future entered my mind, I sent them away. 
Staring into a candle flame, listening to peaceful music, wait for another day. 

Forgiveness of the brutality I suffered involved letting go of the past. 
Only forgiveness could give me an inner peace that would last 

Forgiveness allowed me to live in the moment that is now. 

The future would unfold, a new love would show me how. 

The gift of forgiveness can change the lives of others. 

I followed the example of my father and mother. 

I had experienced the loss of a loved one. 

I suffered from a broken heart 
Luckily I found someone to heal the broken part. 






SENSATION 


I love the feel of the wind on my skin. 

I wonder where it comes from. 

When it leaves where does it go. 

The breeze makes me aware of faces and places I used to know. 
I've lived simply and breathed the air of true freedom. 

My sorrows and joys are much like all of humanity. 

The world mirrors back to me my wisdom and vanity. 

Why couldn't my problems just flow away on the wind? 
God above knows all of us have sinned. 







The Schedule “Military Time” 


The letter came that I was drafted. 

Orders that were not kindly crafted. 

I answered the call and to Ft. Ord. I went 
Eight weeks of tought basic training I spent. 

Fort Ord looms in the morning fog. 

This is where I kept my boot camp log. 

4:30 - Reveille, trip to the head, shower and shave. 

4:50 - Roll call, make bunks, clean and police area, no time to be a knave. 


5:15 - Run to mess hall, try not to be last in line. 
6:00 - Sick, lame and lazy call, no sympathic ears. 
6:30 - Drill, drill and double time in the company area. 

“Get with it now no one’s going to carry you.” 


9:30 - Lecture - how to stand for inspection - scout enemy terrain. 
10:30 - More drills sometimes in the rain. 


12:00 - Chow - what to say. 
Hamburger fixed a different way. 

1:00 - Paper work - How much insurance to buy. 
Take pictures for the record book - look wry. 



2:00 - Drill to work up an appetite 
5:00 - Chow - the cook got it right 


6:00 - Gear shined; men and uniforms washed. 
6:45 - Drill again, we have slowed down. 
Nobody has energy to be a clown. 



8:00 - Rest and study the manual - recite it word perfect 
I fall asleep thinking of home, bereft 





The Loss, Blood Stains In The Dirt 


A country he didn’t know or seek. 

Dealing with a language he could not speak. 

A cause that not everyone could understand. 

Soldiers with forgotten names who died in a foreign land. 

Honorable soldiers lost in a war the government forgot. 
Gunpowder and smoke, blood and sweat, South Korea’s freedom was bought. 

A medic sees red stains in the dirt. 

Stains spattered from wounds that hurt. 

There are memories of stains drying in the dust. 

There was no glory, remember them we must. 

Long ago nightmares of those that no one could save. 

Why is there War and we have to send men who are so brave? 












Dog Tags 


Around my neck I wore a pair of metal dog tags. 

Invented by the military, containing information about which no one brags. 

Four pieces of information, a link to survival. 

They were given to us upon our arrival. 

The essence of the four, name, serial number, religion, blood type. 

Blood, the fluid that was the key to life. 

Many lives had been saved because of them. 

So important for the living and the dead, relative or friend. 

Finding them in an old trunk meant so much to me. 

Those two metal dog tags were always there to see. 

Once they had been with me all the way. 

Old letters tied together, photographs, my dog tags, hooray! 

Letters from mother and father, priceless treasure rediscovered. '% 

A few old mementos and my old life is recovered. 

I know that most if not all of the men in the photos are dead. 

Maybe I am the only one still alive, the thought went through my head. 


Chapters of my life have now been written, closure it did provide. 






















Near Disaster 


There is a mist, the plane starts to decline. 

The plane slides down, the mountains are near. 

I draw a breath, I can feel the fear. 

The outlines of crevasses, the places opening up below. 

The landing gear is jammed, it won't descend. 

I felt the dread, was this going to be the end? 

This spot of that, sitting on the side of the plane. 
Worrying about impending disaster, my energy began to drain. 

Fear gripped us all as we prepared for our arrival. 

Ways to survive are as many a surviving survival. 

We came in slowly, along the grass at the edge of the runway. 
Wounded and medics prayed for a safe way. 

The ground came closer, God was with us. 

We all held tightly to the poles between the bunks. 

The ground is there, we bump and slide. 

Vibrations, like a giant flat tire, what a ride. 

The great plane held together, it slid to a stop. 

Prayers, sighs of relief, God’s on top. 

I was never to board another plane. 

My transportation would be by car, bus or train. 


Stateside I would serve my remaining hitch. 

At Fitzsimmons Hospital I would sew many a stitch. 
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FITZS310NS AHLT HOSPITAL 
ORTHOPAEDIC SECTION 
Denver, Colorado 


1C February 1953 


SUBJECT: Letter of Commendation 


TO: 


Corporal Paul Bochan, US56 083 367 
9953 TSU SGO 

Fitzsimons Army Hospital 
Denver, Colorado 








Tears Of Meaning 


Tears were their deliverance, the release that tears afford. 
Their words were my tears, it struck a chord. 

There was a simple translation of the language of their tears. 

I wander around in my memory, recalling their fears. 

Only now do I realize how much I miss their true meaning. 
Horrible treatment during the war, so demeaning. 

I celebrate them, they struggled, and perservered. 

It is the heritage they left me, to be revered. 

I sensed the tiredness in his letters to me. 

They needed me but I had my duty to the Army. 

When my tour of duty was done, I would go home. 

I would have reenlisted, but I could no longer leave them alone. 

Back to his fatherhood, me to my aooshipjHn.n. 

Four nights and three daysvwws - 
Watching the scenery and the way tfeetightftayttav? 




Forgotten War 


I have spent a lot of my life listening to people’s stories. 

In my home, parking lots and yes, battlefields about glories. 

Some I wanted to hear, some not, but listen I did. 

Emotions, thoughts and feelings many wanted hid. 

Is the Korean War a forgotten war? 

Not to the North Koreans who sent a submarine to South Koreas shore. 

The South Koreans were saved from being enslaved. 

There is no wall with casualties names engraved. 

I did what I was trained to do. 

From Ft. Sam Houston , I was a medic through and through. 

Some of the battles were the fiercest ever fought 
Over 8,000 to be POW’s, so tragic they were caught 

Those POW’s have never been returned. 

Their families for many years have yearned. 

South Korea was saved and so much more. 

Korea is now a country divided by an invisible line. 

U.S. troops are still stationed there, all the time. 





Seeing that medal 


1 never 


I still 


I added 
The 


Veterans of Korean 
can apply for meek 

Seattle-area Korean 1 
erans or their survivors 
for special Army medals in 
vance of a 50th-anniversary 
mony set for June 25 at Discovery 
Park. 

The event will honor veterans i 
who were processed through Fort v 
Lawton before being sent to Ko- I 
rea. It will include remarks by 
veterans of the war, a reading of 
the names of Northwestemers 
killed in the war and a presenta¬ 
tion of the medals. 

Veterans of the war or their 
survivors can apply for the medals 
by calling 206-301-2091. The appli¬ 
cation deadline is May 31. 

The Association of the United 
States Army has Financed 100 
medals and is seeking donations 
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to pay for more. 

Eligible veterans include those 
who served betweeh the outbreak 
of the war in 1950 and the cease¬ 
fire in 1953 who were on duty for 
more than 60 days within Korea 
and its surrounding waters. 

Surviving spouses also are 
eligible to claim a medal. Fort 
Lawton was a major point for 
soldiers bound for Korea. 
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Chains of Change 


The curtain falls into the soothing hands of nature and time. 
The ruins are rebuilt, the trees replanted along the shrine. 

The new youth are growing up to claim their rights. 

Is there an end to all of wars fights? 

Did the fallen soldiers secure safety and freedom? 
Cemeteries and monuments are places of honor and special days. 
Old soldiers and citizens gather to hear what the leader says. 

Lets hope the fires of conflict mean reconciliation. 

If we could all get along there would be no annilation. 

The curtain rises on a sweeping new scene. 

The chains that hold the world are strong it seems. 

Links of discipline, self-sacrifice and honor can hold a nation. 

A dear one at the fireside, we can live with our ration. 







FIRST LIGHT OF THE SUN 


My father never talked about how his family was tom apart. 

I never knew until I watched him die of a broken heart. 

He chose not to look at what would happen if the Nazi’s would rule lifes factions. 

His teaching prowess spanned the languages, facing action and reaction. 

I find in his old letters the days of my life. 

Picturing his serious face with his piercing eyes. 

A life well lived with honor, understanding and true intent. 

He yearned for his lost home as his back slowly bent. 

I watched him move through his last days like a shaft of sunlight. 

He slowly gave in to his last fight. 

When the first light peeks over the mountain, there is nothing you can do to stop the sun. 
My father was a great teacher, while he lived his teaching was never done. 

To some it does not matter if people are tortured and enslaved. 

Some parents and grandparents fought with homemade weapons and were brave. 

Fights for freedom are a part of history. 

Honor your forefathers legacy, don’t leave it a mystery. 


I think about people who will not be recognized, 
nobody thought about them. 





MY MOTHER DEAR 



Words fail me as I remember my mother dear. 

Putting ray hands on her rosary keeps her near. 

World War I, World War H, she suffered and endured. 

Risking her life for family and friends food she procured. 

She would barter her treasures to get that food. 

I never heard her complain or be in a bad mood. 

Seeing her taking her last breaths, pain and sorrow washed over me. 
Remembering all the things that were never to be. 

Powerless and desperate to stop her pain. 

I knew over so many days there was no gain. 

W ith a last look, my mind silently screamed. 

I thought back to the displaced person’s camp where she once dreamed. 

There would be a new start in the land of the free. 

My mother made sure that it was all to be. 






THE AD IN THE PAPER 


The world tramples over those forgotten, find refuge anywhere. 
Boarding a Liberty ship to the USA. taking a chance, a dare. 
The stormy sea, the cold wind, I watched the huge waves. 

A lot of ships had broken apart. 

They sank many of them, leaving broken hearts. 

Atlantic storms lashed the ship. 

I worked in the galley and prayed for a safe trip. 

Sitting on the bow, I drank the wind. 

A DP needing a helping hand, out on a limb. 

Countryless, homeless, just memories and heartaches. 

My parents and sister had already made the trip 
Their letters told me about life on the ship. 


Those letters also told me what I had to face. 

A room in a basement, three meals, a safe place. 

\11 these vears later I found an ad in the paper. 
"Liberty Ship furniture for sale", we're off on a caper. 


Peeling the wood, seeing the compass and brass. 
Woii T wanted it so the price I did ask. 
















Drawers That Can’t Close 


I was given a chance and handed a lifesaving rope. 

I took advantage of the pull up and it restored hope. 

I wasn’t like a burned tree waiting to be blown over. 

I was the sapling that sprouted through the grass and clover. 

The sun low ers itself behind the hill of houses, evening calls. 

Late, the light pauses among the trees. 

In pleasure they are caressed by a passing breeze. 

A late walk in the woods, a gift from the dusk. 

Bushes, moss, cedars and firs, their barks brown crust. 

There’s a kind of despair when your friends are scattered across the world. 
What was shared in the Displaced Person Camp was life unfurled. 

Like a drawer that can’t close, my mind seems to overflow. 

Certain nights when the moons away, no shadows grow. 

The dark is tender, the moon is certain to return. 

Destiny wove the world coming to me, a place I would earn. 

In a flimsy web of questions, the answers I would learn. 


Sorrow Beyond My Dreams 


The world of wars, going from simmer to scorch. 

Was my story pitiful, no not in all its stages, put it to the torch? 

The future is something in store for the young, it befits only them. 

My memory tried to protect me, lay a screen across what I shouldn't see, it seems. 
There was an untouched key to the sorrow beyond my dreams. 

I once curled beneath a thin blanket, 
watching soldiers whose weapons they did wield. 

Touching my face, prickle or stubble, like mowed grass on a field. 

We do not wait to be judged, sitting in a cold waiting room. 

Refugees dissolving, gathering, no longer facing doom. 

Burned into my memory, the flesh of who I was, the dramas. 

Jessica belonged to the category of dreams and traumas. 

The possibility of happiness I once held out and briefly tasted. 

Power of feelings belong to the past, wasted. 

I followed them, believed them, like faltering lights. 

Momentary guides to passing dreadful cell nights. 


Visions 


The wind blows over the dry winter grass. 

History is being talked about in our house because of my past. 

So many years have come and gone. 

When the legends die, so does the song. 

Some have asked how did you survive the Nazi’s prison? 

The important thing for all of us is to have the passion of vision. 

Vision was my motivating force, a deep burning. 

Overiding my losses, I quelled my yearning. 

American G.I.’s were the liberating factor. 

G.I.’s helped us transcend fear, doubt, and discouragement, restart life, that matters. 

Vision and purpose will triumph and empower. 

Perhaps it was the fortune-telling gypsys power. 

Before the war I saw her as a bright light. 

She had saved my mother from a poisionous snake bite. 

Her prophesy was to come true for me. 

I would take a long journey across the sea. 









Landscapes of My Memories 


Over fifty years have passed and everything has changed. 

My Polish is rusty, but on my bookshelf my Polish books are rearranged. 

I think as a Polish-American 
I feel deep in my soul I will always be a POLE. 

I remember the aroma of Polish words, 
my loss will always be an aching in my soul. 

Nobodys life is always made up only of roses. 

My parents kept their old lives in inaccessible trunks of memories, one supposes. 

Looking out at the lights of the city, only an immigrant understands 
the complexity of a life in transition. 

For awhile I was in a cage, stuck in an elevator, between the floors that wouldn’t 
move up or dow n, I needed translation. 

I’ve always worn my past like an overcoat. 

But I’ve earned my place in America, I can gloat. 

The seasons come and go, having lost my familiar soil. 

Painting landscapes of my memory, onward I toil. 

War survivors are passing on soon I will be one of the few. 


Listen 


We who are getting older serve to listen to the young. 

They like to talk at the older ones, some told to hold their tongue. 

If we listen we assure them that it matters that life continues. 

We insist the past was better, sympathy of value is the venue. 

It is our presence that is important, they want us there. 

Not watching them with a baleful eye but letting them know we care. 

We recount adventures of the past. 

Disasters and survival of deprevation are memories that last. 


Perhaps the young can sense what we now know 
W'e can still partake and be willing to let go. 
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Goodbye to his beloved Poland 


Pope John Paul II wipes away tears as he prepares to depart his homeland at the airport in Krakow, 
Poland, yesterday. The pope stretched out his 12-day pilgrimage to Poland fsr if j&v hours of emotional 
visits with the adoring faithful, blessing “my homeland, bcJoved country,"-before flying dff. 






Plan to compensate Nazis’ 
slave laborers is drafted 


By BURT HERMAN 

THK VS^H IATED I»RF> 

BERLIN - Clearing the last 
majoi obstacle to compensating aging 
victims of Nazi-era forced and slave 
labor, negotiators agreed yesterday 
on how to divide a $5 billion German 
fund with hopes of starting payments 
by year’s end. 

Under the deal, about 240,000 
slave laborers - those who were put 
to work in concentration camps and 
had been expected to die doing their 
jobs - would receive up to $7,500 
each. More than 1 million forced 
laborers, who worked in factories 
outside camps, would get up to $2,500 
each. 

“We have taken a huge step 
forward today.” said Deputy Treasury 
Secretary Stuart Eizenstat. the US. 
government envoy to the talks. “This 
brings this process a substantial step 
closer to completion." 

All sides agreed in December on 
the size of the fund, to be split equally 
by German government and industry 
But negotiators had been wrangling 
over how to divide the money among 
various groups. 

They have been working under 
pressure to start making payments as 
soon as possible because many vic¬ 


tims are in their 70s. 

Noah Flug. 75, an Auschwitz 
survivor who heads an umbrella 
organization of Holocaust survivor 
groups in Israel and was one of the 
negotiators, said two-thirds of the 
people who could have been eligible 
for money' already have died. 

“It is better late than never,” he 
said of the agreement yesterday, 
echoing a common refrain of the 
victims’ groups. 

“We’ve worked very' hard to get 
that compensation fund up and going 
and to be able to begin the distribu¬ 
tion," U.S Secretary of State Made¬ 
leine Albright said in Geneva of the 
agreement. 

Germany has paid about $60 
billion under other compensation 
programs for Nazi-era wrongs since 
World War II. But many people 
eligible for the labor compensation 
are non-Jews from eastern Europe 
who were prevented from receiving 
the earlier money because they were 
behind the Iron Curtain. 

Claims also were stymied for 
decades by industry’s insistence that 
the workers were forced on them by 
the Nazi regime, while the govern¬ 
ment maintained it was not responsi¬ 
ble because the laborers toiled for 
private companies. 


The Nazis used slave laborers in 
concentration camps as another 
means of killing, expecting the vic¬ 
tims to die because of the extreme 
work conditions. Forced laborers 
were brought to Germany from east¬ 
ern Europe to keep German industry 
running during the war and replace 
German workers sent to the front 
lines. 

The agreement would allocate 
just over $4 billion to compensate 
slave and forced labor victims and 
$500 million to cover claims for 
property, bank accounts and insur¬ 
ance policies stolen by the Nazis as 
well as “humanitarian cases." 

About $350 million will be used 
for a foundation to sponsor research 
and educational projects on Nazi 
labor, with the remainder going for 
administrative costs and legal fees. 

German industry proposed a 
compensation fund last year, under 
pressure of U.S. class-action lawsuits. 
As part of the deal, the U.S govern¬ 
ment has promised to ask courts to 
refer lawsuits to the foundation for 
settlement. 

Eizenstat said that to guarantee 
U S. support, the German parliament 
must enact legislation that conforms 
with the principles agreed to in the 
talks. 
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Leaders of the talks refused to 
elaborate on the details of possible 
problems, which are expected to be 
discussed in smaller working groups. 
Another round of full negotiations 
hasn't been scheduled. 


On Wednesday, Chancellor Ger¬ 
hard Schroeder's Cabinet approved a 
bill to set up the fund: plans call for 
the measure to be enacted by July. 

After the legislation is finalized, 
victims will have eight months to 


apply for compensation. Eizenstat 
said. 


■ On the Net: The Foundation Web 
site *ww.stiftungs;n<tative.3e/- 
etndex.html 
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Payments 


Payments made on grounds of racial persecution, (damages to property) 

People who suffered considerable damages to property on grounds of racial 
persecution during the Nazi regime and in which German enterprises were 
involved directly for their own advantage, may receive payments from the 
Foundation. German enterprises are all enterprises which had their legal seat in 
the territories of the German Reich within its borders as on December 31st 1937, 
or their subsidiaries, unless these were confiscated through expropriation or in 
some other manner. 

Applications may be made only by such persons as suffered damages to 
property themselves, their surviving spouse or children. The Board of Trustees 
shall lay down the period for making application. 

Everything else will be regulated by the bill currently being formulated for the 
purpose of creating the foundation. 

Contact 


Spokesman: 

Wolfgang G. Gibowski 


old adress: Biiro Bonn 

Friesdorfer Str. 100 
D - 53173 Bonn 


Phone / Fax: 

Tel. +49 2 28 - 31 10 91 
Fax. +49 2 28 - 3 86 91 60 


new: Biiro Berlin 

Haus der Deutschen Wirtschaft 
Breite Str. 29 
D - 10493 Berlin 


Callcenter: +49 30-20609-200 
Fax: +49 30-20609-103, -104, -105 

e-mail: info@stiftungsinitiative.de 


direct e-mail contact: 


First Name: 
Name: 
Street: 
ZIP + City: 
Country: 
Phone: 

Fax: 

E-Mail: 



r 


|your@emailaddress 


.com 


Message: 










LIETUVOS RESPUBLIKOS AMBASADA 
VASINGTONAS 


EMBASSY OF THE REPUBLIC OF LITHUANIA 
WASHINGTON, D C. 


February 23, 2000 


Mr & Mrs Paul Bochan 

Pll Redacted 


Dear Mr & Mrs Bochan 


Thank you for your recent letter. We have enclosed some tourist and general 
information about Lithuania that should help you with the trip arrangements to Lithuania 
W'e have also included a map of Lithuania for your attention. The town of Rudziski is 
most likely called Rudninkai nowadays (we have marked it), Vilnius is a capital of 
Lithuania and prison of Lukiskes still exists. 


W'e hope this information will be useful to you 


Sincerely, 




A' 


Adrija Henley 

Assistant to the Ambassador 


2622 I6TH STREET, N.W. W ASHINGTON, DC 20009 TEL (202) 234-5860- FAX (202) 328-0466 
























LITHUANIA 


5 ’*£ '<3 a -2 « > 
j=w-i;-g'Z3^> i 2 <: • 

.a I il 8 |i at I 

a a 3 w -a « £ — £•» 

z 5='l = 3 2:*^i 

£- = Isl * S2® 

1**5 eiSfrf 

c a 5 3 | toi«| 

3^22«”?23g 

- i 5-Sul £ 


I s " - 
£ a> .o 

cssSs 
*re e re o 

C = u- 
3 a> w _ 

S 5 -§i 

ii n 2 

s* S o ? 

£ ^ TT — 

. .5 ^ •“ 
S'’a H H 
2-§95 


5 * 2.= f-S if « 2<5 2S if 

11 - ° 1« 3 1 § s «| t .-§• a| 

30 o)cc'e^ 2 u 0 . £ o u -a > 

•a?* 0 fi 2 - £ j: a* 2 « 5 ^ ^ -c 
^ .= — a> cu >> -h* £ "S ^ 

| § *-^5-5 Elf 21 £ 

*si&||«|S£eia2 
= a 1:^a*|sell 
l.s2S i-ij 8§ " s 

g ? a; cu 5 ^ 

1 s 1 3 £ 11- i * 13 

’> 75 2 ~ > °- 35 .±J 3 
a3s^ = iji^o 
£j O C •— l' -re »—<32 4) 

3 ■£ £ -a §■'- tIJ 

w ^ U « w rf = OJ 


: 3j?6g- 
5- =§ ^S 
s2||S| 
.Hill 3 

esj||8 

7 S 5 a u 
W1 i 2 c *_ o 
cj 4: % c/3 o -* 

£‘3 -8 | S 

re b g ^ ^ § 
.= $2 C ^ re 2 

2-8 S.-8 5 1 

| s-s = ! I 

s £ .£ o 3 £ 

v— C^ _._ 1- 


^2 re-S 

.2 u, 2 ^ 

% 5 £ „ 

= 2 g-§ 

re ^ 3 & 
J § o ^ 

s-&! § 

o ’5 3 -2 

^ is Z = 

i s as 

_ „ <D 75 

£ 2 75 2 

w W Q, . 
0) 75 - ■ 


U, 

75 ^ C o 2 j= - 
£ 3 -O o" O ~ 
Ou M 

o £ ‘c s -i 
» V &•« 


oc s —_, ~ g 
.5 *r 3 0 £ "" 
£ - ^ ^ 
o = 2^ 

a>§ %a 

re ~ C? < ~ 


re co 


— -O (T3 

3 a> a> > 

^ C ■* 33 


re ^ 0. «D 

“5 re - 5 ; • =; 

o c «» > 

>75 .2 .E = 
< re g^re 

^ E n £ 
(0 3 7) O 
i: c re — 

to — 2 

0) • C 

QJ C 


t c JC o 


to Q O 


5 £ c “3 

5 §1 £ 

e a; -5 ^ 

1“SgS 

.S tr re CO 

£ 75 J 0 g 

Sal 

O W 3 C H 

^ 2 "3 V cj 

>» > op 

^ D 2 fih 

•3 O 4 ) C 

3 8-&S O 

- -a >» 

•S° S21 

■| 5 3 5 3 

S5c2 

u. j ^10 

^ l|l s 

3 3 3 3 > 






«E«co 
2 0 » ?> >» 

o* - ® a3 ? 

rti >w ^ .34 w 

— r 03 ^ 

,3 3 3 

^ *5 ^5 > u< 

1 X W 3 t 


: ^ S « »- o 
; ^ Cr a C E 
' a=5^rt 

: "3 >>-J £l | 
t V .3 o rf 

i^-Ef p5 £ 

!^3>2 

S i? ^ = 


!»|1 I 

« > I® 

: ® 

•5 c9 _Tp- 
^ «•- -p C SO 

* 0 3 50 2“ ^ 
s ^3 q »-? o 

2 ^ 5 P E -s 

2 re j ^ ^ 3 

* C3 ^3 w 

l O 


< 1m E -. 

* Oi u — .33 

v 3 - sc 3 

S -3 o 3 ^ 

•I S’ a .1 •§ 

> i~ q , 33 S3 
C «* q. 

1 X JS 0.2^ rs 

«^m 0; r3^_,>- 

1 c — 0 86 

; £ > — 7) O 

:3o?ep>, 

; ^ 3 ^ .= .s 

:£§5i3 

c re 73 s *5 

| 7 1 ^ r 

ililii 
! i ^ s = •= 
il5 ii.£-§ 

: w _£ — 75 £» ^ 
. O — — 3 -J3 73 

: ^ -j- ._g — as S 


l^ia>> 

> §§-| =3 

2 -I s a -I 
§ I -S’ 05 . ' £ 

B «*g H j= 
2 c 1^ o 
h op 2 •o -= 

!$ o3 ill =s s . 

75 CM 7) 5 ™ J S^O >» 
^ « 2 ^ 


5bS ^. 2^:2 


^ e 5bS 

75 o 73 q 

« c «5g 


ff 2 ! -r 

■5 c 4 , J 
■9 s x- 
o q ^ 


= •- 2 t 3 

r a; ® s 

jtn -O to oj -r g 

= S? - *33 o 

3 ft 22 g II 


-2 co » s; > 

OO 4,00 3 
•q cl 2. 00 o 

q q S — O 

O & S '—^ rv 

5 g» 1 -5 I 

^5 5 s £ a 

- o* 2 a s 


5 e . 

s?! 

- I ^ -o 

o os o c 
B Bn ^ 68 
•33 -- * V 

2 l-tl 

*i Ofij 
re 5 .«s a 

E re ^ “■ 

3 05 10 4 

| £ ^! 5 
S2 00 c 


^ *9 o 
2 I E 
_ <* 0 . 

1 &,«p 

re o ~ 

=• 6 S.! 
Sf - ; 

re ■ 


. -s 5 

■ "S3 3s > 

3- ix a js re: 

. ^ 73 <D 


§5.cf S -5 s 

> ’? w *3 to 

Ilfs 1 

g c 5 - S 

Is «1 a 

O g^H'S 

S o> tj 5 5 
,s h a> - a O 

B w v i Q 
^Sre-=d 
= §E£5 

y ® x > »t 


I „7T 

S-CC^m. 

2 a 3 a I 

^ 75 ® £ S 

♦-> nj w <** 1 . 

c “o o 2 -3 
5 — 7) “S i- 

£ "-a 
S -a« •§ ? 
|| S5 3 


gS 5 B g-cg 1 


3 o - -o 

0 >> 3 3 P 
u re y 

S I 111 
it 1 g 

y s d 


o«> s c9 i2 

= otl 

, .2 ^ t. is 

if il 

£ 3 E* 3 
^ ® 2 
o S 
c o 


d) 3^ 

as - re — 

03 £ * .2 S' 

iil|i 
lip -15 
£ * 


g-S §u 

3‘S 

■ 3 .^ « j 

£ .■§‘ E “ ™ 

—* r \ ^ 


2 
5 ^ 


o re 

e u- 
c o 
o> re 

« 5 

O OO K 

- ci> . s> _ 

|52«33 
■ S 111 S3 - 5 
5 S’ 


So: 

a>a M 

- - a 1 -3 
.9 «- p £ I 
re ^ - o 2 
33 a) 75 o re 
75 ■—3 re re>co 


z«b3f5c” 

— 33 , K ^ £ 

3> 


> ‘ 

O 

CO 


73 

re a; 
o *0 
P 3 ■ 













First part of hero’s life 

leaves legacy after death 


J an Karski, the first person 
to alert the West about the 
Holocaust of Europe’s Jews 
taking place behind 
German lines, died last week. He 
was 86. A Polish patriot who had 
repeatedly escaped death at the 
hands of both the Nazis and com¬ 
munists, Karski settled in the 
United States after Poland was 
sold out to the Soviets at Yalta. He 
taught international relations at 
Georgetown University — a pro¬ 
saic second act to a life whose first 
chapters were marked by such 
courage and heroism that it takes 
your breath away. 

The New York Times, along 
with newspapers from Warsaw to 
London to Jerusalem, have paid 
tribute to this hero with lengthy 
obituaries. He is among those 
lauded by Israel as one of the 
“righteous gentiles.” 

Karski was bom to a Catholic 
family in the city of Lodz in 1914. 
A brilliant student, he was 
snatched up by the Polish diplo¬ 
matic service. But as war 
approached, Karski enlisted in the 
army He was serving as a cavalry 
officer in 1939 when Poland was 
invaded by the Germans and the 
Soviets (part of the Hitler/Stalin 
Pact). Karski was captured by the 
Russians. Somehow, he managed 
to convince his captors that he 
was a private instead of an officer 
— a lucky or shrewd disguise 
since nearly all of the other offi¬ 
cers imprisoned with Karski were 
massacred by the Soviets at Katyn 
Wood. Karski escaped. 

He next became an agent of 
the Polish underground and, in 
1940, was captured and horribly 
tortured by the Gestapo. Rather 
than risk telling what he knew, 
Karski slit his wrists. The Nazis 
put him in a hospital where he 
was promptly rescued by an 
underground commando team. 

In 1942, Karski was contacted 
by Jews of the Warsaw Ghetto 
and asked if he would like to wit¬ 
ness wiiat the fiazis were doing to 



MONA CHAREN 

Creators Syndicate Columnist 


(Jan Karski) became an 
agent of the Polish 
underground and, in 1940 , 
was captured and horribly 
tortured by the Gestapo. 
Rather than risk telling 
what he knew, Karski slit 
his wrists. 


the Jews. Karski consented. 
Wearing a disguise of old rags and 
a blue Star of David armband, 
Karski climbed through a freshly- 
dug tunnel into the Jewish ghetto. 
He saw emaciated children, dead 
bodies lying in the streets and 
starving people with expression¬ 
less eyes. He personally watched 
two overweight boys in Hitler 
Youth costumes shooting the 
starving Jews for sport and 
laughing when their bullets found 
a target. “Remember this, 
remember this,” his guide, a 
Jewish lawyer, kept murmuring as 
they surveyed the hellish scenes. 

His guides then asked Karski 
whether he wanted proof of the 
existence of death camps. Karski 
assented. More disguises were 
obtained, this time the uniforms 
of Ukrainian militiamen bribed to 
call in sick. Karski was taken to 
the Izbica camp just outside 
Warsaw where Jewish men, 
women, children and babies were 
beinjgherded into boxcars. Those 


who fell or fainted were simply 
thrown in. When the car could 
not hold another body, the doors 
were slammed shut. 

Some of those trains went to 
Treblinka, where nearly all who 
survived the journey would be 
gassed. But as The New York 
Times explained, some cars were 
simply abandoned on sidings until 
the people inside died of starva¬ 
tion or suffocated. 

To get word to London and 
Washington, Karski had to travel 
through occupied Europe dis¬ 
guised as a German. Because he 
was certain that his Polish accent 
would give him away, he first had 
three teeth pulled. The swelling 
would serve as an excuse for 
being unable to talk. After an 
arduous trip with countless close 
calls, Karski reached the free 
world. 

He was able to meet with 
Anthony Eden in London and 
hand over the microfilm he had 
smuggled in the hollowed out 
base of a key. But the foreign min¬ 
ister was unmoved, saying Britain 
had done enough by accepting 
100,000 Jewish refugees. In the 
United States, Karski met with 
Felix Frankfurter. “I am unable to 
believe you,” the only Jewish 
Supreme Court Justice said. 

Karski also met privately with 
Roosevelt and came away 
doubting that he had influenced 
the president. But others say the 
meeting convinced Roosevelt to 
form the War Refugee Board. 

Rare enough are men and 
women willing to risk their lives 
for those they know and love. 
What made Karski such a jewel 
was his willingness to do so for 
strangers — merely for the sake of 
simple decency. “And flights of 
angels sing thee to thy rest.” 

Mona Charen can be reached 
by writing her in care of Creators 
Syndicate , 5777 W. Century BhxL, 
Suite 700, Los Angeles, CA 90045 
or m^haremaeompuservexom. 
















Mona Charon 



09/22/2000 


Jean Boehan 

Pll Redacted 

Dear Ms. Boehan: 

Thank you for responding to my column of 7/17/00 eulogizing the death of the 
great WWII hero Jan Karski. I appreciate that you took the time to write, and I am 
grateful that you shared with me your private memorial which I looked at with 
reverence and grief - and which I am returning... 

I receive a great deal of fan mail on most of my columns, but I received few 
letters about Mr. Karski's death. I fear it is because so much time has passed 
and so many are dead, and the memory seems to be dying with these unsung 
heroes. So, I especially, appreciated your cover letter in which you too 
lamented that the great "old warriors are dying...". 

Thank you for showing me your family's journey, its grief and heroism. I feel 
honored you were willing to share this intimate family portrait with me 

With respect and sincere best wishes, 



Mona Charen 
MC/jm 
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New museum honors French Resistance 


| THE ASSOCIATED PRESS 

PARIS - Sixty years after Gen. 
Charles de Gaulle called on his 
countrymen to resist Nazi occupiers 
in France, a new museum that serves 
as a tribute to the voice behind the 
Resistance was inaugurated yester¬ 
day. 

The museum “fills an empty 
space in our army museum,” said 
President Jacques Chirac at the cere¬ 
mony at Les Invalides, site of a 
military museum and Napoleon’s 
tomb. " 


The museum - which opens to 
the public July 1 - brings to life 
some of the bravest and basest 
moments of World War II. 

Photos of Jews being bundled 
into buses by French police bound for 
deportation and recordings of coded 
messages broadcast to Resistance 
fighters are among the 1,055 objects 
and documents on display. Cannons, 
gas masks, maps and ration coupons 
are also on display. 

“It was my duty as president, 
armed forces chief, to ensure that this 
period is represented,” Chirac said. 


The inauguration came on the 
60th anniversary of de Gaulle’s radio 
broadcast from London calling for 
the French to resist the occupying 
Nazis. The call gave birth to the 


clandestine network of French Resis¬ 
tance fighters. 

Chirac earlier took part in a 
ceremony marking the resistance call 
of de Gaulle, his political mentor, at a 
memorial at Mont Valerien, west of 
Paris. He also visited de Gaulle’s 
tomb east of the capital at Colombey- 
Les Deux-Eglises. 
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Honoring Nazi resisters in Germany 


Country marks 
anniversary of 
assassination attempt 
against Hitler 

BY BURT HERMAN 

The Associated Press 

BERLIN — Standing in the court¬ 
yard where plotters against Adolf 
Hider were shot, Germany’s parlia¬ 
ment chief urged his country yester¬ 
day to oppose the neo-Nazis in the 
spirit of those who resisted the Third 
Reich. 

With somber music and no ap¬ 
plause, Parliament President Wolf¬ 
gang Thierse invoked the memory of 
the conspirators at a ceremony mark¬ 
ing the anniversary of the most 
famous assassination attempt against 
Hider. 

“Extreme vigilance and decisive 


action are demanded when in our 
country people are hounded to death 
because they have a different skin 
color or come from a different part of 
the world,” Thierse said. 

Coinciding with Thierse’s appeal, 
academics from more than 40 insti¬ 
tutes in Germany released an open 
letter calling for stronger measures 
against anti-foreigner sentiment in the 
face of rising extreme-right violence. 

The letter was prompted by an 
attack last month in the eastern dty 
of Dessau, where a Mozambique man 
died after being beaten by three neo- 
Nazis. 

Also yesterday, four teenagers 
were arrested in an arson attack on a 
shelter for asylum seekers Sunday in 
the western dty of Ludwigshafen, 
injuring three children who had fled 
Kosovo with their family. Police said 
the suspects, ages 14 to 18, are 
skinheads and confessed to the crime. 

Although German officials have 
said the number of known neo-Nazis 


is declining in the country, those 
remaining are more prone to vio¬ 
lence. 

July 20 has been a holiday in 
Germany since 1952, marking the day 
in 1944 when Lt. Col. Claus von 
Stauffenberg left a briefcase bomb at 
a field headquarters in East Prussia 
where Hitler was meeting with top 
aides. 

After seeing the bomb go off and 
believing Hitler dead, Stauffenberg 
rushed back to Berlin where he was 
to have seized the military headquar¬ 
ters, the Bendlerblock. Hitler only 
suffered minor injuries, and Stauffen¬ 
berg along with other conspirators 
were shot in the Bendlerblock’s court¬ 
yard. 

As many as 200 others involved, 
induding civilians slated for posts in 
the government in the planned coup, 
were executed — some strangled by 
piano wire and strung up from meat 
hooks. 

The Bendlerblock now is dedicat¬ 


ed as the national memorial to the 
German resistance. It has also been 
the Defense Ministry’s office in Berlin 
since 1993. 

Thierse said remembrance on the 
holiday should not just focus on the 
failed July 20 attempt, but all forms 
of resistance to the Nazi regime no 
matter how small — such as those 
who gave a hidden piece of bread to 
a forced laborer or chose to ignore 
propaganda in school 

“When someone honors only July 
20 and ignores other forms of 
resistance, they obscure the impor¬ 
tance that is due to everyday resis¬ 
tance — also against current dangers 
to our democracy,” he said. 

For the first time, the military also 
allowed those representing former 
army deserters to hold their own 
ceremony at an official building after 
the formal event The deserters have 
been a controversial legacy, only 
gaining recognition in the last decade 
as opponents of the Nazi regime. 





















Destiny of Things 


Honor is a great legacy, it wins the love of people who are free. 

The Great work for peace takes enormous energy. 

The spinning world turns in our hands. 

Warriors at peace, keeping peace in other lands. 

In a vast world, ours is a country fair. 

Great in the past, in the future yet more great, rich and rare. 

Walking amid the crosses in the cemetery, one gets a feeling for the destiny of things. 
Traveling, logging different periods of our life, that are far apart. 

I put away her photo and healed a broken heart. 


A Promise 


A brave daughter of Poland is who I think about on Valentine's Day. 
Did she survive World War EL 
Only God can say. 

It’s been over fifty years, but it seems like yesterday. 

I remember the kiss she planted on my forehead. 

Two long years I spent as a Nazi captive. 

Resistance fighters against the Nazi’s kept active. 

Today my beloved Polish homeland is finally free. 

Are those who fought the Nazi’s even a memory? 

A brother left behind always searched around. 

I never went back to Poland. 

I saw here no more. 

We were two teenagers lost in a terrible war. 

The war kept me from Jessica and keeping my word. 

Peace made it lose all its value, I wasn’t heard. 

I hope with all my heart that she was spared. 

Can we both remember how much we once cared. 

Today the world is under Nuclear threat. 

If only we could all get along, I fret. 

So many millions have died to bring about world peace. 

We owe it to them, our work must never cease. 



Memories From The Past 


I look back across the ruins of time. 

The history of Poland is also mine. 

I remember the soldiers on horseback with their silver swords. 
There are ancient invisible sounds of the Golden Hordes. 

At one time the past was the present, I am not done with the past. 
Only the future can give relief that will last. 

Have you wearied of bearing the tears with me? 

Before the Nazis the Poles fought and died to be free. 

Winning their land under flames lighting the sky. 

Poles lifted their faces to the sky, looking for justice for those who died. 

Poles struggled, throwing off the weight of the centuries. 
Through the smoke of the torch of memory. 

Is it true that a young heart doesn’t give up without a fight? 

The despots tear the life from you with all their might. 

Austria fell, Czechoslovakia, Poland, Belgium, France and Norway. 

I gave up Polands skies and horizons so clear. 

I gave Poland all I had and still hold Poland dear. 

And so I give you the start and I give you the end. 

I came, I saw, I tried, I did not bend. 




























